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FLIRT and PHIL: 


A Deciſion for the LAbIIs. 


. A Wit by learning well reſin'd, 


A beau but of the rural kind, 
To Sylvia made pretences; 


They both profeſs'd an equal love, 


Yet hop'd, by diif'ren: means to move 
Her judgment, or her ſcnics, 


Young ſprightly Fliet, of blohming mien, 


Watch'd the beſt miautes to be ſeen; 


Went — when his glas adleis'd him: 
While meazre Piil of boots ingqnuir'd; 
A wight for wit and pats udwii'd; 

And witty ladies piiz'd him. 


Sylvia bad wit, had ſpirits too; 


To hear the one, the otlier view, 


Suſpended held the ſcales: 
Her wit, her youth too claim'd its %::re, 
Let none the preference declare, | 
But turn vp*- heals or tuiis, 

- | <> 
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STANZAs, to the Memory of an agreeable Lavr, 
buried in Marriage to a Perſon undeſerving her. 


TVs alway held, and ever will, 
By ſage mankind. diſcreeter 
T anticipate a leſſer ill, 58 
Than undergo a greater. | 


When mortals dread diſcaſes, pain, 
And languiſhing conditions, 
Who don't the leſſer ills ſuſtain 
Of phyſic=——and phyſicians ? 


Rather than loſe his whole eſtate, 
He that but little wiſe is, 
Full gladly pays four parts in _ 

To taxes and exciſes. = 


Our merchants Spain has near undone 
For loſt ſhips not requiting: 

This bears our noble K to ſhun 
The loſs of blood in fighting ! 


With num'rous ills, in ſingle life, 
The bachelor's attended : 
uch to avoid, he takes a wife—— 
And much the caſe is mended ! 


Poor Gratia, in her twentieth ck 
Foreſceing future wo, 

Choſe to attend a monkey here, 
Before an ape below, 
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LT c o LIM In A 
| 4 Culinary Ectocur. 
Nec tantum Veneris, quantum ſtudioſo calinae. 
| NJ{GHT's fable clouds had half the globe o erſpread 
And ſilence reigu d, the folks were gone to bed: 


' When love with gentle ſleep can ne'er inſpire, 
| Had ſeated Damon by the kitchen-fire. 


Penſive he lay, extended on the ground; 
The little lares kept their vigils round ; 

The fawning cats compaſſionate his caſe, | 
And purr around, and gently lick his face. 


| To all his plaints the ſleeping curs reply, 
And with hoarſe ſnorings imitate a ſigh. 
Such gloomy ſcenes with lover's minds agree, 
And ſolitude to them is beſt ſociety - 


Could I (he cry'd) expreſs, how bright a grace 

| Adorns thy morning-hands, and well-waſh'd face; 
Thou wouldſt, Colemira, grant what I implore, 

And yield me love, or waſh thy face no more. 


Ah! who can ſee, and ſeeing, not admire, 
Whene'er ſhe ſets the pot upon the fire! | 
Her hands outſhine the fire, and redder things; 
Her eyes are blacker than the pot ſhe brings, 


= 3 LEVITIE Ss; on, 


But ſure no chamber-damſe! can compare, 
When in merdian luſtre ſhines my fair, 
When warm'd with dinner's toil, in pearly rills, 
Adown her goodly check the ſweat diſtils, 


Oh! how I long, how ardcntly deſire, 
To view thoſe roſy fingers ftrike the lyre! | 
For late, when bees to chanze their climes began, : 
How did I ſee 'm thrum the frying-ran ! 


With her I ſhou!d not cry G ——-his queen, 
Tho ſhe in royal grandeur deck'd be ſcen: 
Whilſt rags juit ſever'd from my fbi one's gown, , 
in ruſict pomp, and greaſy price hang down, 


Ah! how it Sues my drooping heart rivoice, 
hen in the ball I hear thy mellow voice! 
How would that voice exceed the village-hell; 
Would thon but ling, ke thee paſſing well! 


Wien from the bearth ſhe bade the pointers £0, 
Hos foft, how eafy did her accents flow! 

% Get out,” ſhe cry'd, * when ſtrangers ne to ſup, 
* Occ ne' er can raiſe thoſe ſuort wy. devils up.“ 


Then full of wrath, ſhe kick'd each Jaxy b. rute, 
Alas! I envy'd cren that ſalute: 
Tas ſure miſplac'd Shock ſaid. or He- to ſay, 
He had as lief I had the kick as they. 
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If ſhe the myſlic bellows take in hand, 

: Who like the fair can that machine command. 

O mayſt thou ne'er by Zolus be ſcen, | 
For he would ſure demand thee for bis queen. 


But ſhould the flame thi« rougher aid refuſe, 
And only gentler med'cines be of uſe; | 

With full-blown checks ſhe ends the doubtful ſtrife, 
Foments the intant-flame, and puffs it into life. 


Such arts as theſe exalt the drooping fire, 
But in my breaſt a fiercer flame inſpire: 
I burn! | burn! O!] give thy puffing o'er, 
And ſwell thy checks and pout thy lips no more! 


With all her haughty looks, the time I've ſeen, 
When this proud damicl has more humble been, 
Whea with nice airs ſhe hoiſt the pancake round, 


And dropt it, hapleſs fair! __ e ee 


Look, with what charming grace! what winning : 
| tricks ! 
| The artful charmer rubs the candleſticks, | 
„ 3o bright ſhe makes the candleſticks ſhe handles, 
Oft have I ſaid, there were no need of candles. 


But thou, my fair, who never wouldſt approve, 

Or hear, the tender ſtory of my love; 

| Oe A RE ee ee eee 
Perhaps art dreaming of a breaſt of mutton, 


8 „ „ n on. 


Thus ſaid, and wept the ſad deſponding _ 
Revealing to the ſable walls his pain: | 
Put nymphs are free with thoſe they ſhould deny; 

o thoſe they love more exquiſitely coy ! 


Now chirping crickets raiſe their tinkling voice, 
The lambent flames in languid ftrcams arite, 
Aud furke ia zzure folds, evaporatcs and dies. 


The RAPE of the TRAP. 
A BaLLad. 1737. 


'was in a land of learning, 
: The muſe's fav'rite city, 
Such pranks of late 
Were play'd by a rat, 
 As—tcmpt one to be witty. 


All in a college-ſtudy, 
Where books were in great plenty, 
This rat would devour 
More ſenſe in an hour, 
Than I could write—in twenty. | 


Corporeal food, 'twas 3 | 
Serves vermin leſs refin'd, Sir; 
But this, a rat of taſte, 
All other rats ſurpaſs'd; 
And he prey'd on the food of the mind, Sir, 
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Nis breakfaſt, half the morning, 
He conſtantly attended; 
ind when the bell rung 
or evening - ſong, 

His dinner ſcarce was ended! 


ſe ſpar d not ev'n beraten 

On which we poets pride us; 
ud would make no more 

King Arthur's , by the ſcore, 
| Than—all the world beſide does. 


books of geo-graphy | 
OTE eee eee 

þ river or a ſea | 

Fas to him a diſh of tea; 
And a kingdom bread and butter. 


if ſome mawkiſh potion 
Might chance to over-doſe him, 
fo check its rage, 
took a page 
of logic—to compoſe: him. — 


trap, in haſte and anger, 


s 1 Was bought, you need not doubt on't. 


Ind ſuch was the gin, 
ere a lion once got in, 


He could not, I think, get out on * 5 


* By Blackmore. 


x - 
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With cheeſe, not books, twas baited, 
The fact —l'll not belie it 
since none -! tell you that— 
Whether ſcholar or rat, 

Minds books when he has other diet. 


But more of trap and bait, Sir, 
Why ſhould I ſing, or either? 
Since the rat, who knew the fleight, 
Came in the dead of night, 

And dragg'd em away together: 


Both trap and bait were vaniſh'd, 

- Thro' hy pd 
Which tho' ſo trim | 
It now may ſeem, 

Had then—a dozen or more in. 


x Then anſwer this, 9 

Nor deem I mean to wrong ye, 
Had the rat which thus did ſeize on 
The trap, leſs claim to reaſon, 
ONT MY! © e 


Dan Prior's mice, 1 own it, 
Were vermin of condition; 

But this rat, who merely learn'd 
What rats alone concern'd, 

Was the greater politician. 
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That England's topſy turry, 

Is clear from theſe miſhaps, Sir; 

Since traps, we may determine, 

Will no longer take our vermin, 
But * vermia take our traps, Sir. 


Let ſophs, by rats Infeſted, 

Then truſt in cats to catch 'em; 
Leſt they grow as learn'd as we, 
In our ſtudies; where, d'ye ſee, 
No mortal ſits to watch em. 


Good lack betide our captains; 
Good luck betide our cats, Sir; 
And grant that the one 
May quell the Spaniſh Don, 
And t'other 2 our * sir. 


on certain PASTORALS. Z 


0 rude and tnneleſs are thy lays, 
The weary audience vow, 
"Twas not th' Arcadian ſwain that ſings, 
But tis his herds that low. 


* Written at the time of the Spaniſh * 


Vor. =. E 
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On Mr C—— . Poetry. | 


TW e- friend, are Kidderminſter fü. 
And l muſt own you've meaſur'd out enough. 


To the VIRTUOSOS, 


Hu. curious wights! to whom ſo fair 
The form of mortal flies is! : 
Who decm thoſe grubs beyond compare, 
Which common ſenſe deſpiſes. 


Whether o'er hill, moraſs, or mound, 

You make your ſportſman fallies ; 

Or that your prey in gardens found, 
Is urg'd thro' walks and alleys. 


\ Yet in the fury of the chace, 

No ſlope could e' er retard you; 
Bleſt if one fiy repay the race, 
Or painted u ing icuard you. 


Fierce as Camilla + o'er the plain, 
Purſu'd the glitt'ring ſtrauger ; 
Still ey'd the purple's pleaſing ſtain, 
- _ And knew not fear nor danger. 


|  *® Kidderminſter, famous for a coarſe woollen mann | 
+ See Virgil. 
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Tis you diſpenſe the fav'rite meat 


ro nature's filmy people ; | 
Know what conſerves they chooſe to eat, 
And what liquours to tipple. 


And if her brood of infeQt; dies, 


You ſage aſſiitance lend het: 


Can ſtoop to pimp for am'rous lies, 


And help 'em to en gender. 


Tis you protect their preznant hour; 


And when the birth's at hand, 


| Exerting your ohſtetrie pow'r, 


Prevent a motlileſs land. 


Tet oh! howe'er your tow'ring view 


Above eroſs objects riſes, 
Whate'er refinements yon purſue, 
Hear what a friend advitcs ; 


A friend, who weigh'd with yours, muſt prize 


Domitian's idle paſſion, 
That wrought the death of teazing flies, 
But ne' er their propagation. 


Let Flavia's eyes more deeply warm, 
Nor thus your hearts determine, 

To light dame nature's faireſt form, 
And ſigh for nature's vermine, 
B3 Wo 


14 LEVITIE 8; on, 


And ſpeak with ſome teſpect of beaux, 
Nor more as triflers treat em 

Tis better learn to ſave one's cloaths, 
Than cheriſh moths that eat em. 


The Exrzyr of Cooxxxr. 


Aliuſque et idem. 


A plain brown bob he wore; 


Read much, and look'd as though he meant, 


To be a fop no more.- 


See him to Lincoln's-Inn repair, 
His reſolution flag ; 
And tucks it in a bag. 


Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, 

But gets into the houſe, | 
And ſoon a judge's rank rewards 

His pliant votes and bows. 


Adieu ye bobs! ye bags give place! 

Fiull-bottoms come inſtead ! 

Good I.— d] to ſee the various ways 
Of dreſſing—a calfe*'s-head! 


WHEN Tom to Cambridge firſt was ſent, = 


PE ras HE er ia. "AY n F 
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And, ere night, had inform'd her ahat Thomas had ſaid. 
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The Procress of Apvice. 
A Common Caſe. 


Suade, nam certum eſt. 


GAYS Richard to Thomas, (and ſcem'd half afraid), 
„am thinking to marry thy miſtreſs's maid : 


Now, becauſe Mrs Lucy to thee is well known, 
I will do't if thou bidſt me, or let it alone. 


Nay don't make a jeſt on't, tis no jeſt to me; 
For faith I'm in earneſt, fo prithee be free. 


| I've no fault to find with the girl ſince I knew her, 
But I'd have thy advice, c'er | tie myſelf to her.” 


Said Thomas to Richard, To ſpeak my opinion, 

There is not ſuch a b—h in King George's dominion, 

And [I firmly helieve if thou knew'ſt her as I do, 

Thou wouldſt chooſe out a whipping poſt, firſt to be 
ty'd to. 


She's peeviſh, ſhe's thievith, ſhe's ugly, ſhe's nt 1, 


And a liar, and a fool, and a flut and a feold.” 
Next day Richard haſten'd to church ard was wed, 


B3 


16 LEVITITIE S; on 
A BALL A D. 
Trahit ſua quemque voluptas. 


| Þ Ron Lincoln to London rode forth our young ſquire, | 
To bring down a wife whom the ſwains might | 


955 admire; _ 
But in fpite of whatever the mortal could ſay, 
The goddeſs objected the length of the way! 


To give up the op'ra, the park, and the ball, 

For to view the ſtag's horns in an old country hall! 
To have neither China nor India to ſee ! 

Nor a lace-man to plague in a morning—not ſhe ! 


To forſake the dear playhouſe, Quin, Garrick, and | 


FE . 
Who by dint of mere humour had kept her alive; 
To forego the full box for his loneſome abode. 


O heavens ! ſhe ſhould faint, ſt.c ſhould die on the road 


Jo forget the gay faſhions and geſtures of France, 
And to cave dear Auguſte in the midſt of the dance, 
And Hurlcquin too — tuas in vain to require it; 


Ard tc v.vndcr'd Low folks had rhe face to deſire it. 


She mig h: yield to reſign the ſweet fingers of Ruckbolt, 
Where the citizen-matron ſeduces her cuckcld ; | 
But Ranelagh ſoon would ker footſteps recall, 


Aud the muſic, the lamps, and the glare of Vaoxh all. I 
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To be ſure ſhe could breathe no where elſe than in town; 


Thus ſhe talk'd like a wit, and he look'd like a clown, 
But the while honeſt Harry deſpair'd to ſucceed, 
A coach with a coronet trail'd her to Tweed. 


Srenver's GHOST. Vid. Suax xs FTA AE. 


BENE ATH a church-yard yew, 
Decay'd and worn with age, 
At duſk of eve methought 1 ſpy'd | 
Poor Slender's ghoſt, that whimp'ring cry'd, 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


Ye gentle bards ! give ear ! 

Who talk of am'rous rage, 
Who ſpoil the lily, rob the roſe, 
Come learn of me to weep your woes: 

O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


Why ſhould ſuch labour'd ſtrains 
Your formal muſe engage ? 
I never dream'd of flame or dart, 
That fir d my breaſt, or picrc'd my heart, 
But ſigh'd O ſweet Anne Page! 


And you! whoſe love-ſick minds 
No med'cine can aſſuage! 
Accuſe the leech's art no more, 
But learn of Slender to deplore ; 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


18 LEVITIES; on. 

And ye! whoſe ſouls are held 8 
Like linnets in a cage! 

Who talk of fetters, links, and dk 


Attend, and imitate my (trains ! 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


And you who boaſt or grieve, 
What horrid wars ye wage ! 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye; 
Yet mean as I do, when I ſigh | 
O ſweet, O ſucet Anne Page! 


Hence ev'ry fond conceit 

Of ſhepherd or of ſage! 
” Fis Slender's voice, tis Slender's way 
Expreſſes all you have to ſay, 

O ſacct, O ſweet Anne Page! 


The INVIDIOUS. Maur. 


Fortune! if my pray'r of old 

Was nc'er ſolicitous for gold, 
With better grace thou mayſt allow, 
My ſuppliant with, that aſks it now. 
Yet think not! goddeſs! I require it 
For the ſame end your clowns deſite it. 


In a well-made eff:Qual ſtring, 
Fain would I te Lividio twins x | 
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Hear him, from Ty burn's height haranguing, 
But ſuch a cur's not worth one's hanging, 
Give me, O goddeſs! ſtore of pelf, 


| And he will tie e che knot himſclf. 


1 


The Price of an EQUIPAGE. 


Servum 6 cites Ole, non habere ; j | 
Et regem potes, Ole, non habere. MaxrT. 


Aſk'd a friend, amidſt the throng, 

Whoſe coach it was that trail'd along : 
© The gilded coach there—don't ye mind? 
That, with the footmen ſtuck behind,” 

O Sir, ſays he, what! han't you ſeen it ? 
'Tis Damon's coach, and Damon in it. 
"Vis odd methinks you have forgot | 
Your friend, your neighbour, and what not ? 
Your old acquintance Damon! © True! 


| But faith his equipage is new.“ 


„ Bleſs me, © faid I, . where can it end? 
What madneſs has poſſeſs d my friend? 
Four powder d ſla ves, and thoſe the talleſt, 


Their ſtomachs doubtleſs not the ſmalleſt ! 


Can Damon's revenue maintain, 
In lace and food, ſo large a train? 
I know his land — each inch o' ground 


is not a mile to walk it round 


If Damon's whole eſtate can bear 


To keep his lad, and one horſe chair, 


20 LEVITIES; on, 


I own 'tis paſt my comprehenſion.” 

Yes, Sir, but Damon has a penſion —— 
Thus does a falſe ambition rule us; 

Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us; 

To keep a race of flick'ring knaves, 

He grows himſelf the worſt of ſlaves, 


Hixr from VOITURE 


| LFI Sol his annual journeys run, 
And when the radiant talk is done, 


Confeſs, thro' all the globe, tuould poſe him, 


To match the charms that Celia ſhews him. 


And ſhould he boaſt he once had ſeen 
As juſt a form, as bright a mien, 
Yet muſt it ſtill for ever poſe him, 
To match—what Celia never ſhews him, 


INSCRIPTION. 


To the memory 
Of A. L. Eſquire, 
Juſtice of the peace for this County 
Who, in the whole courſe of his pilgrimage 
| Thro' a trifling ridiculous world, 
| - Maintaining his proper dignity, 
Notwithſtanding the ſcoffs of ill-diſpos'd perſons, 
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And wits of the age, 
That ridicul'd his bchaviour, 
Or cenſur'd his breeding; 
Following the dictates of nature, 
| Deſiring to eaſe the afflited, 
1 Eager to ſet the priſoners at liberty, 
| Without having for his end | 
The noiſe, or report ſuch things generally cauſe 
| In the world, 
(As he was ſeen to perform them of none) 
| But the ſole relief and happineſs 
Of the party in diſtreſs ; 
Himſelf reſting eaſy, 
When he could render that ſo; 
Nor griping, or pinching himſelf, 
| To hoard up ſuperfluities ; | 
Nor coveting to keep in his poſſeſſion 
What gives more diſquictude, than pleaſure; 
| But charitably diffuſipg it 
To all round about him: 


| Making the moſt ſorrow ſul countenance 
| To ſmile 
In his preſence ; 


, Always beſtowing more than he was afk'd, 
: Always imparting before he was deſir d; 
z Not proceeding in this manner, 
Upon every trivial ſuggeſtion, 
But the moſt mature and ſolema deliberation ; ; 
1 With an incicdible preſence and undauntedneſs 
| Of mind; | 


WG LS VITHS 6; 


With an inimitable gravity and oeconomy 
Of face; 
Bidding loud defiance 
To pulitcneſs and the faſhion, 
 Dardltafo-t, 


To a FritxDd. 


AVE you ne'er ſeen my gentle ſquire, 
lb humours of your kitchen-fire ? 


Says Ned to Sal, „I lead a ſpade, 

Why don't ye play—the girl's afraid— 
Play ſomething —any thing—but play—_ 

Tis but to paſs the time away 
Phoo—how ſhe ſtands —biting ber nails 
As though ſhe play'd for half her vails— 
Sorting her cards, hagling and picking— 
We play for nothing, do we, chicken 
That card will do blood never doubt it, 
Tis not worth while to think about it.“ 


Sal thought, and thought, and miſs'd her aim, 
And Ned, ne'cr ſtudying, won the game. 


_ Methinks, old friend, tis wond'rous true, 
That verſe is but a game at loo 38 
While many a bard that ſhews fo clearly, 
He writes for his amuſement merely, 


PIECES or HUMOUR. 23 


18 known to ſtudy, fret, and toil, 


And play for nothing all the while; 


Or praiſe at moſt ; for wreaths of yore 


Ne'er ſignified a farthing more : 


Till having vainly toil'd to gain it, 
He ſees your flying pen obtain it. 


Thro' fragrant ſcenes the trifler roves, 
And hallow'd haunts that Phoebus loves; 
Where with ſtrange heats his boſom glows, 
And myſtic flames the god beſtows. 

You now none other flame require, 
Than a good blazing parlour fire; 
Write verſes —to defy the ſcorners, 
In ſhit-houſes and chimney corners. 


Sal found her deep laid ſchemes were vain, —— 


The cards are cut—come deal again—— 
No gocd comes on it when one lingers —— 
I'll play the cards come next my fingers 


Fortune could never let Ned loo her, 
When ſhe had left it wholly to her. 


Well, now, who 1 Qill the fame — 


For Sal has loſt another game. 


* « I've done" (he mutter'd,) ** I was ſaying, 
It did uot argufy my playing. 
Came folks will win, they cannot choſe, 


gut think or not think — ſome muſt loſe. 


Vor. II. | C 
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may have won a game or ſo 
But then it was an age ago— 

It ne'er will be my lot again 
von it of a baby then 

ive me an ace of trumps, and ſee, 
Hur Ned will beat me with a three 


lis all by luck that things are carryd 


He'll ſuffer for it when he's marry'd. 


Thus Sal, with ny in either eye; 


Whiie victor Ned fat titt'ring by. 


Thus I, long envying your ſucceſs, 
And bent to write, and ſtudy leſs, 
Sat down, and ſciibled in a trice, 
Jeſt what you ſee—and you deſpiſe. 


You who can frame a tuneful ſong, 
And hum it as you ride along; 
And trotting on the king's highway, 
Snatch from the hedge a ſprig of bay: 
Accept this verſe, houc'er it flows, 
From one that is your fiicnd in proſe, 


What is this wreath, ſo green! fo fair! 
Which mary wiſh and few muſt wear? 


Which fome mens indolence can gain, 
And ſ me mens vigils ne'cr obtain? 
For what muſt Sal or poct ſue, 

Fre they engage with Ned or you? 
For luck in verſe, for luck at loo? 
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| Ah no! 'tis genius gives you fame, 
| — Ned, thro {kill ſecures the game. 


A Sele MEDITATION. 


WI AT is this life, this active gueſt, | 
Which robs our pcaceiul clay of reſt ? 
This trifle, which while we retain, 
Cauſes inquictude and pain! | 
This breath. which we no ſooner find, 
Than in a moment tis reltzn'd ? 
Waoſe momentary notice, when o'er, 
Is never, never heard of mare} nn 
And even monarchs when it ends, 
Become off-affive to their friends! 
[Emit a putrid noitome ſmell, 
To thole that lov'd em e'er fo well! 


| Pond'ring theſe thing 28, within my . | 
Surely, ſaid [—Life is a f—t ! 


The POE T and de D UN. 1781. 


| Theſe are meſſengers, X 
That 3 perſuade me what I am. 
SHAKESPEAR 


| Coun 2 Anal in the morning, and raps at my 1 
*I made hold to call.— tis a twelvemonth and 
more 
C 2 


- 
* 
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I'm ſorry, believe me, to trouble you thus Sir— 
But Job would be paid, Sir, had Job been a mercer. 


My friend, 15 70 but patience— Aye, theſe are your 


ways.“ 

I have got but one ſhilling to ſerve me two days 

But, Sir, —prithee take it, and tell your attorney, 

If 1 ha'nt paid your bill, I've paid for your journey, 
Well, now thou art gone, let me govern my paſſion 

And calmly conſider coulider? vexation ! 


What whore that muſt paint, and mult put on falſe 


locks, 
uin. th angs of the pox ! 


* hy s wife's nephew, now ſtarv'd, and now 


| | beaten, 7 
Who wanting to eat, fears himſelf ſhall be eaten ! 


What porter, what turnſpit can deem his caſe hard! | 


Or what dun boaſt of patience that thinks of a bard! 


Well, I'll leave this poor trade, for no trade can be 


poorer, 
Turn ſhoe boy, or courtier, or e or procurer; 
Get love, and teſpect, and good living, and pelf, 
And dun ſome poor dog of a poet myſelf. 
One's credit however, of courſe will grow better: 
Hete enters the footman, and brings me a letter. 
„Dear Sir, I teceiv'd your obliging epiſtle, 
Your fame is ſecure — bid the critics go whiſtle. 
I read over with wonder the poem you ſent me, 


And 1 muſt ſprak your praiſes, no ſoul ſhall prevent [ | 


\ 


on 
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The audience, believe me, cry'd ont, ev'ry line 

Was ſtrong, was aſſecting. was juſt, was divine; 

All pregnant as gold is. with worth, weight, and beauty, 
And to hide ſuch a genius was far from your duty. 

I foreſee that the cout will be hugely delighted, 
Sir Richard, for much a leſs genius was knighted. 
Adicu, my good friend, and for high liſe prepare ye; 
I could ſiy much more, but you're modeſt, 1 ſpare ye.“ 
Quite fir'd with the flatt'ry, I call for my paper, 

And watitc that, and health, and my time. and my tapers 
I ſcribbled till morn, when with wrath no ſmall ſtore, 
Comes my old friend the mercer, aud raps at my door. 

4 Ah! friend 'tis but idle to make ſuch a pother, 
Fate, fate has ordain'd us to plague one another.” 


Written at an IxN in Henter 


| thee fair Freedom ! I retire 
From flatt'ry, cards, and dice. and din; 
Nor art thou found in manſions higher 
Than the low cott, or humble inn. 


"Tis here with boundleſs pow'r I reign ; 


And ev'ry health which 1 begin, 
Converts dull port to bright champaigne ; 
Such freedom crowns it at an inn, 


I fi from pomp, I fly from plate! 
I fly from falſchoo!3's ſpecious grin? 


. IVI rA . 
Freedom I love, and form I hate, 
And chuſe my lodgings at an inn. 


"Nas, waker, take way Wocld ave, 


| Which lacqueys elſe might hope to win, 


It buys what courts have not in ſtore; 
| It buys me freedom at an inn. | 


Whoe'er has travell'd life's dull round, 
| _ Wherc'er his ſtages may have becn, 
May ſigh to t! ink he till bas found 
Tue warmeſt welcome at an inn. 


\/ HAT village but has ſome time ſeen 
The clumſy ſhape, the frightſul mien, 

Tremendous claws, and ſhagged hair, 
Of that grim brute yclip'd a bear ? 
He from his dam, the learn'd agree, 
Rece ivd the curious. form you ſee ; 
| Who with her plaſtic tongue alone, 
Produc'd a viſage—like her own. — 
And thus they hint, in myſtic faſhion, 
The pow'rful force of education. 
Perhaps yon croud of ſwains is viewing, 
E'en now, the ſtrange exploits of Bruin ; 


— 


— 


Of 2 fond matron's eduentiom. 
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| Who plays his antics, roars aloud 

| The wonder of a gaping croud ! 

S8o have | knoun an auk ward lad, 
Whoſe birth has made a pariſh glad, 
Forbid, for fear of ſenſe, to roam, 
And tanght by kind mamma at home, 

Who gives him many a well-try'd rule, 

| With ways and means—to play the fool. 

In ſenſe the ſame, in ſtature higher, 

He ſhines, ere long. a rural ſquire, 

Pours forth unwitty jokes, and ſwears, 

And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly ſtares. 

His tenants of ſuperior ſenſe | 

| Carouze, and laugh, at his expence; 

And deem the paſtime I'm relating, 

|| To be as pleaſant as bear-beating. 


The Cuarus of PkECEDENCE, 
A Tale. 


1 66 SIR, will you pleaſe to walk before? | 
No, pray Sir - you are next the door. 

© __— Upon mine honour I'll not ſtir,” — 

Sir I'm at home, conſider Sir | 

| © Excuſe me, Sir, I'll not go firſt,” — 

|} Well if I muſt be rude I muſt 

.. | Eut yet I wiſh 1 could evade it— 

I This ſtrangely clowniſh, be perſuaded.— 


8 LEY1T1 2 $5; 6s, 
Go forward, cits! go forward ſquires ! 
Nor ſcruple each what each admires. 


Life ſquares not. friends. with your proceeding; 


It flies, while you diſplay your breeding 
Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 
Or ſome old dancing maſtcr teaches. 

O for ſome rude tumultuous fellow, 

Half crazy, or, at leaſt half mellow, . 
To come behind you unauares 

And fairly puſh you both down ſtairs ! 

But death's at hand—1ct me adriſe ye, 
Go forward, friends ! or he'll ſurpriſe ye. 

Beſides, how infincere you are! 

Do you not flatter, lie, forſwear, 

| And daily cheat, and weekly pray, 

And all for this—to lead the way ? 

Such is my theme, which means to prove, 

That, tho' we drink, or game, or love, 

As that or this is moſt in faſhion, 

Precedeace is our ruling paſſion. 

| When college ſtudents take degrees, 

And pay the beadle's endleſs fees, 

What moves that ſcientific body, 

But the firſt cutting at a gawdy ? | 

And whence ſuch ſhoals, in bare conditions, 
That ſtarve and languiſh as phyſicians, 
Content to trudge the ſtreets, and ſtare at 
The fat apothecary's chariot ? . 

But that, in Charlot's chamber (ſee 

Moliere's medicin malgre lui) 
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e lecch, howe'er his fortunes vary, 
ill walks before th' apothecary. 


| Flavia in vain has wit and charms, 
nd all that ſhines, and all that warms; 


n vain all human race adore her, 


For—Lady Mary ranks before her. 


O Celia, gentle Celia! tell us, 
ou who are neither vain, nor jcalous! 


rhe ſofteſt breaſt, the mildeſt mien! 


ould you not feel ſome little ſplcen, 
or bite your lip, nor furl your brow, 


if Florimel, your equal now, 


ould, one day, gain precedence of ye * 


{Firſt ſervd — tho' in a diſh of coffee ? 
{Plac'd firit, altho' where you are found, 


You gain the eyes of all around? 

Nam'd firſt, tho' not with half the fame, 

That waits my charming Ce:ia's name ! 
Hard fortune! barely to inſpire 

Our fix'd eſteem, and fond dcfire! 


[Barcly, where'er you go, to prove 
The ſource of univerſal love! 


Yet be content. obſerving this, 


{Honour's the offspring of caprice : 
And worth, howe er you have purſu'd it, 


Has now no pow'r—but to exclude it. 
You'll find a general reputation | 


A kind of ſupplemental ſtation. 


Poor Swift, with all his worth could ne 'r, 


le tells us; hope to riſe a peer; 


31 
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So, to ſupply it, wrote for ſame: 

And well the wit ſecur'd his aim. 

A comwon pattiot has a diiſt, 

Not quite ſo innocent as Swiſt : 

In Britain's cauſe he rants, he labours 


«+ He's honeſt, faith”—have paticnce, neighbours 3 


For patriots may ſometimes dece've, 

May beg their friend's reluctant I. ave, 

To ſerve them in a higher ſphere; 

And drop their virtue, to get there 

As Lucian tells us in his faſhion, 

How ſouls put off each carthly paſſion, 

Ere on Elyſium's flow'ry ſtrand, 

Old Charon ſuffg'd 'em to land: 

So ere we mect a court's car: ſſes, 

No doubt our ſouls n.uſt change their dreſſes; 

And ſouls there bz, who, bound that way, 

Attire th:mſclves ten times a-day. 

If then 'tis rank which all men covet, 

And ſaints alike. and finners love it; 

If place for which our cour tiers throng 

So thick, that few can get along; 

For which ſuch ſervile toils are ſeen, 

Who's happier than a king ?—a queen. 
 Howe'er men aim at elevation, 

*Tis properly a female paſſion : 

Women, and beaux, beyond all meaſure 

Are charm'd with ranks ecſtatic pleaſure, 
Sir, if your drift I rightly ſcan, 

You'd hint a beau were not a man: 


ö 
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17 women then are fond of places; 
1 wave all diſputable caſes. 
A man perhaps would ſomething linger, 


Were his lov'd rank to coſt—a finger; 
Or were an ear or toe the price on't, 5 


He might delb' rate once or twice on't ; 
Perhaps aſk Gataker's advice on't. 


And many, as their frame grows old, 
Would hardly purchaſe it with gold. 


But women wiſh precedence ever; 
Tis there whole life's ſupreme endeavour; 
It fires their youth with jealous rage, 

And ſtrongly animates their age. 


Perhaps they would not ſell outright, 
or maim a limb—that was in ſight ; 


Yet on worſe terms, they ſometimes chuſe it ; 


Nor ev'n in puniſhments refuſe it. 


Pre-eminence in pain, you cry! 
All fierce and pregnant with reply. 
But lend your patience and your ear, 
An argument ſhall make it clcar. 


| But hold, an argnment may fail, 


Beſide my title ſays, a tale. 

Where Avon rolls her winding Qream, | 
Avon, the muſe's fav'rite theme! 
Avon, that fills the farmers purſes, 


And decks with flow'rs both farms and verſes, 


She viſits many a fertile vale 


I Such was the ſcene of this my tale. 
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For 'tis in Ex'ſhamꝰ 5 nol or near it, 
That folks with laugliter tell and hear it. 
The foil with annual plenty bleſs'd 
Was by young Corydon poſſeſs'd. 

His youth alone | lay before ye, 

As moſt matciial to my ſtory : | 
For ſtrength and vigour too he had em, 
And twere not much amiſs to add em. 


Thrice happy lout ! whoſe wide domain 
Now green with graſs, now gilt with grain, 


In ruſſct robes of clover deep, 
Or thinly veil'd and white with ſheep ; 
Now fragrant with the bean's perfume, 
No purpled with the pulſe's bloom, 
Might well with bright alluſion ſtore me: 
—- But happier bards have been before me! 
Amongſt the various years increaſe, 
The ſtripling own'd a field of peaſe; 


Which, when at night he ceas'd his labours, 


Were haunted by ſome female neighbours. 
Fach morn diſcover'd to his fight 

The ſhameful havock of the night, 
Traces of this they left behind 'em, 

But no inſtructions where to find 'em. 
The devil's works are plain and evil, 
But few or none have ſcen the devil. 
Old Noll, indeed if we may ct edit 

The words of Fchard, who has ſaid it, 

| Contriv'd with Satan how to fool us; 
And bargain'd face to face to rule us; 
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But then old Noll was one in ten, | 
And ſought him more than other men. 
Our ſhepherd too, with like attcntion, 
May meet the female fiends we mention. 
He roſe one morn at bicak of day, 
And near the field in ambuſh lay: 
} When lo! a brace of girls appears, 
} The third, a matron much in years. 
Smiling amidſt the peaſe, the ſinners 
Sat down to cull their future dinners : 
| And, caring little who might own 'em, 
Made free as though themſclves had ſown * em. 
"Tis worth a ſage's obſervation, 
How love can make a jeſt of paſſion. 
Anger had forc'd the ſwain from bed, 
His early dues to love unpaid! 
And love, a god that keeps a pother, 
And will be paid one time or other, 

Now baniſh'd anger out o door; 
And claim'd the debt with-held before. 
If anger bid our youth revile, 
Love form'd his features to a ſmile: 
And knowing well 'twas all grimace, 
To threaten with a ſmiling face, 

de in few words expreſs'd his mind 

id none would deem them much unkind. 

The am'rous youth, for their offence, 

Demanded inſtant recompence: 
{That recompence from each. which ſhame 
Forbids a baſhful muſe to name, 
Vor. II. D 


ini 


Yct, more this ſentence to diſcover, 

is what Bett ** grants her lover, 

When he, to make the ſtiumpet willing, 
Has ſpent his fortune—to a ſhilling. 

Each ſtood a while, as 'twere ſuſpended, 
And loath to do, what —each intended. 
At length, with ſoſt pathetic ſighs, 

The matron, bent with age, replies, 

'Tis vain to ſtrive—juſtice, I know, 
And our ill ſtars will have it fo—— 
But let my tears your wrath aſſuage, 
And ſhew ſome deference for age! 

1 from a diſtant village came, 

Am old, G— knows, and ſomething lame; 
And if we yield, as yield we muſt, 
Diſpatch my crazy body fiſt, 

Our ſhepherd, like the Phrygian ſwain, 

When circled round on Ida's plain, 

With goddeſſes he ſtoud ſuſpended, 

And Pallas's grave ſpeech was ended, 
Own'd what ſhe aſk'd might be his duty; 
But paid the compliment to beauty. 


'To 
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To be performed by Dr Barrrrx, and a Chorus of 
'HALEsS-owEN CITIZENS, 


| The Inſtrumental Part, a Viol d Amour. 
AIR, by the Doctor. 


AY AKE ! | ſay, awake, good people 

And be for once alive and gay ; 

Come let's be merry, ſtir the tipple; 
How can you flep, 

Whilſt I du play? how can you ſleep, &c. 


CHORUS of Ci112exs, 
Pardon, O! pardon, great muſician ! 
On drowſy ſouls ſome pity take! 
For wondrous hard is our condition, 
To drink thy bear, | 
Thy ſtrains to hear; 
To drink, 
To hear, | 
And keep awake ! | 
| S O LO by the Docrox. | 
Hear but this ſtrain 'twas made by Handel, 
A wight of ſkill, and judgment deep! 
Zoouters they're gone —— Sal, bring a candle 
No, here is one, and he's aſlcep. 5 
D 2 


* 
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Ds.—How could they go, | Soft muſic. 
| Whilſt I do play? | — 
Sat. How could they go? Warlike muſic, 


How ſhould they ſtay ? 


EPILOGUE to the Tragedy of Ctroxr. 


WELL, ladies—ſo much for the tragic ſiyle— 
And now the cuſtom is to make you ſmile. 
To make us ſmile !-methinks I hear you ſay— 
Why, who can help it at ſo ſtrange a play; 
The captain gone three years — and then to blame 
The faultleſs conduct of his virtuous dame! 
My ſtars —what gentle belle would think it treaſon, 
When thus provok'd, to give the brute ſome reaſon? 
Out of my houſe! —this night, forſooth, depart! 
A modern wife had ſaid, —© With all my heart 
But think not, haughty Sir, Vil go alone! 
Order your coach, conduct me ſafe to town— 
Give me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid— 
And pray take care my pin-money be paid.” 
Such is the language of each modiſn fair? 
Yet memoirs, not of modern growth, declare 
The time has been when modeſty and truth 
Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth; 
When women hid their necks, and veil'd their — 


Nor romp'd, nor rak d. nor ſtar'd at public places, 
Nor took the airs of Amazons for graces: 


ſc. 


ſic. 
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Then plain domeſtic virtues were the mode, 


And wives ne'er dream'd of happineſs abroad: 


They lov'd their children, learn'd no flaunting airs, 

But with the joys of wedlock mix'd the cares. 

Thoſe times are paſt—yet ſure they merit praiſe, 

For marriage triumph'd in thoſe golden days: 

By chaſte decorum they afſection gain'd ; 

By faith and fondneſs what they won, maintain'd. 
*Tis yours, ye fair, to bring thoſe days en, 


And form ancw the hcarts of thoughtleſs men; 


Make beauty's luſtre amiable as bright, 


| And give the ſoul, as well as ſenſe, delight ; 


Reclaim from folly a fantaſtic age, 


| That ſco ns the preſs, the pulpit, and the ſtage. 


Let truth and tenderneſs your breaſts adorn, _ 
The marriage-chain with tranſport thall be worn, 
Each blooming virgin rais'd into a bride, 
Shall double all their joys, their cares divide; 
Alleviate gricf, compoſe the jars of ſtrife, 


And pour the balm that ſvcetens human life. 
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INSCRIPTION. 
(Beſide a ſmall Root Hovsr. ) 


ERE in cool grot and moſſy cell, 
We rural fays and fairies dwcil ; 
Tho' rarely ſeen by mortal eye, 
When the pale moon, aſcending high, 
Darts thro' yon limes her quivering beams, 
We friſk it near theſe cryſtal ſtreams, 


Her beams reflefted from the wave, 
Afﬀeord the light our revels crave ; 
The turf, with daiſies broider'd o'er, 
Exceeds, we wot. the Parian floor; 
Nor yet for artful ſtrains we call, 
But liſten to the water's fall. 


Would you then taſte ovr tranquil ſcene, 
Be ſure your boſoms be ſerene ; | 
Devoid of hate devoid of ſtrife, 

Devoid of all that poiſons life : 

And much it vails you in their place, 
To * the love of human race. 


And tread 2 awe theſe favour'd —_ 


Nor wound the ſhrubs, nor bruiſe the flowers; 


So may your path with ſweets abound ! 
So may your couch with relt be crown'd! 
But harm betide the wayward ſwain, | 
Who dares our ballow'd haunts profane ! 


Os — * — — — — 
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Lr me haunt this peaceful ſhade 
Nor let ambit on e er invade 
The tenants of this leafy bower 
That ſhun her paths, and flight her power. 


Hither the peaceful halcyon flies 

From ſocial meads. and open ſkies ; 
Pleas'd by this rill her coui ſe to ſteer, 
| And hide her ſapphire plumage here. 


| | The trout hedropt with crimſon ſtains, | 
Forſakes the river's proud domains: 
Forſakes the ſun's unwelcome gleam, 

To lurk within this humble ſtream. 


And ſure 1 hear the Naiad ſay, 

Flow, flow, my ſtream, this devious way, 
| © Tho? lovely ſoft thy murmurs are 
Thy waters lovely, cool, and fair. 


n Flow, gentle ſtream, nor let thee vain, 
Thy ſmall unſully'd ſtores diſdain ; 
Nor let the penſive ſage repine, 

® Whoſe latent courſe reſembles thine, 
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INSCRIPTION to VENUS 


— Em reduQta Venus. 


| To Venus, Venus here retir'd, 
| My ſober vows I pay: 

Not her on Paphian plains admir'd d 
The bold, the pert, the gay. 


Not her, whoſe am'rons leer prevail'd 
Io bribe the Phrygian boy; by 
Not her, who, clad in armour, fail'd 
To ſave difaſt'rous Troy. 


Freſh riſing from the foamy tide, 
She ev'ry boſom warms; | 
While half-withdrawn ſhe ſeems to hide, 

And half reveals her charms. | 


Learn hence, ye boaſtful ſons of taſte 
Who plan the rural ſhade ; | 
Learn hence to ſhun the vicious waſte 

Of pomp, at large diſplay'd. 


Let ſweet concealment's magic art 
Tour mazy bounds inveſt; 

And while the fight unveils a part, 
Let fancy paint the reſt. 


EZ 


E. 


INSCRIPTIONS. 43 


Let coy reſcrve with colt unite 
'$ To grace your wood or field; 
No ray obtruſive pall the ſight, 
In aught you paint, or build, 


And far he driven the ſumptuous glare 
Of gold from Britiſh groves ; 
And far the meretricious air 
Of China's vain alcoves. 


"Tis baſhful beauty ever tw ines 
The moſt coercive chain; 
"Tis ſhe, that ſovercign rule declines, 
Who beſt deſerves to reign. 


On a Gormc Arcovx. 


You that bathe in courtly blyſſe, 
Or toyle in fortune's giddy ſpheare ; 

Do not too raſhly deem amy ſſe | 
Of him, that bydes contented here. 


Nor yet diſdeigne the ruſſet ſtoale, 
Which o'er each careleſſe lymbe he flyngs: 
| Npr yet deryde the beechen bowle, 
in which he quaffs the lympid ſprings. 
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Forgive him, if at eve or dawne, 
Devoide of worldly carke he ſtray; 
Or all beſide ſome flowerye lawne, 
He waſte his innofenſive daye. 


So may he pardonne fraud and ſhife, 
If ſuch in courtlye haunt he ſee: 
For faults there been in buſy life, 


From which theſe peaceful glennes are free. 


on a Surrr-Corz. 


Hrrnrxp, would'ſt thou here obtain 
Pleaſure unalloy d with pain? 
Joy that ſuits the rural ſphere? 
Gentle ſhepherd, lend an car, 


Learn to reliſh calm delight, 
Verdant vales and fountains bright ; 
Trees that nod on ſloping hills, 
Caves that echo tinkling rills. 


If thou can'ſt no charm diſcloſe 

In the ſimpleſt bud that blows ; 
Go, forſake thy plain and fold, 

Join the crowd and toil for gold. 


INSCRIPTIONS. 


I Tranquil pleaſures never cloy ; 
Baniſh each tumultuous joy: 
All but love for love inſpires 

Fonder wiſhes, warmer fires. 


Lore and all its joys be thine 


I Yet ere thou the reins reſign, 
I Hear what reaſon ſcems to fay, 


| ** 


« Crimſon leaves i es. | 


gut beneath em lurks a thorn; 


« Fair and flow'ry is the brake, 
Let it hides the vengeful ſuake. 

« Think not ſhe whoſe empty pride 
& Dares the fleecy garb deride, | 


« Think not ſhe who light and vain, 


 * Scoras the ſheep can love the ſwain. 


ac Artleſs deed and ſimple dreſs, 
Mark the choſen ſhepherdeſs: 

« Thoughts by decency controul'd, 
& Well concciv'd, and freely told. 


« Senſe that ſhuns each conſcious air, 
« Wit that falls cre well aware | 
| © Generous pity prone to ſigh 


| ** If her kid or lambkin die. 
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« Let not lucre, let not pride 

4% Draw thee from ſuch charms aſide; 
& Have not thoſe their proper ſphere? 
& Gentlet paſſivas triumph here. 


ic See. to ſweeten thy repoſe, | 
% The bloſſom buds, the fountain flows; 
4% Lo! to crown thy healthful board, 
% All that milk and fruits afford. 


e geek no more—the reſt is vain ; 
_ 66 Pleaſure ending ſoon in pain: 
6 Anguith lightly gilded o er: 
** Cloſe thy with, and ſeck no more." 
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Wär blooming ſpring deſcends from genial ſkies, 
] By whole mild influence inſtant wonders riſe ; 
| From whoſe ſott breath Elyſian beauties flow, | 
| The ſwects of Hagley, or the pride of Stowe; 
will Lyttleton the rural landſcape range, 


Leave noiſy fame. and not regret the change! 


| Pleas'd. will he tread the garden's early ſcenes, 


And learn a moral from the riſing greens? 


| | There, warm'd alike by Sol's enliv'ning pow'r, 
| The weed, aſpiring. emulates the flow'r: 
The drooping flow'r, its fairer charms diſplay d, 
Invites, from grateful hands, their gen'rous aid: 
Soon, if none check the invaſive foc's deſigns, 


| | The lively luſtre of theſe ſcenes declines ! 


L is thus. the ſpring of youth, the morn of life, 
| Rears in our minds the rival ſeeds of ſtrife, 
Mite. 11. | t 
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Then paſſion riots, reaſon then contends; 
And on the conqueſt ev ry blifs depends: 
| liite from the nice deciſion takes its hveg 
And blcſs'd thoſe judges who decide like you! 
On worth like theirs ſhall ev'ry bliſs attend: 
The world their fav rite, and the world their friend. 
There ate, who blind to thought's fatiguing ray, 
As fortune gives examples, urge their way ; 
Not virtuc's foes, tho' they her paths decline, 
And ſcarce her friends, tho“ with her fricads they 
3 
In her's or vice's caſual road advance, 
Thoughtleſs, the ſinners oc the ſaints of chance! 
| Yet ſome more nobly ſcorn the vulgar voice; 
With judgment fix, with zeal pui tue their choice, 
When tipen d thought, when reaton born to reign, | 
Checks the wild tun ults of the youthful vein ; 
While paſſion's Lulis tides, at their command, 
Glide thro' more uicful tiacks. and bleſs the land. 
Hlappieſt of theſe is he u lloſe matchleis mind, 
By learning ſtiengthen'd, and by taſte refin'd, 
In vixtueꝰ's cauſe eſſay d its earlieſt powers; 
Choſe virtue s paths, and ltrew'd her paths * 
„„ 2 
The firſt alarm'd, if freedom waves has wings: 
The fitteſt to adoin each art ſhe brings: | 
Lov'd by that prince u hom ev'ry virtue fires; 
Prais'd by that bard whom ev'ry muſe ini; ires: 
| Hefſs'd in the tuneful art, the ſocial flame; 
La all that wins, in all that merits fame 


Yo 
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"Twas youth's perplexing ſtage his doubts iuſpir'd, 
When great \lcides to a grove retir'd. | 
Thro the lane windings of a devious glade, 
Rcitz1'd to thought, with ling' ing ſteps he ſtray'd; 
Bicit with a mind to talte tiacerer joys: 
Arm'd with a heart euch falte one to deſpiſe. 
Puhious he ttray d, with wav'ring thoughts poſſeſt, 
Alternate paiſions ſttuggling fhar d his brealt ; 
The various arts which human cares di- ide, 
In deep attention all his mind employ'd: 
Anxious, if tame an equal blits ſecur's ; 
Or filent eate, with totter charms, allur'd. 


| The ſylean choir whole numbers ſweetly flow'd, 


The fount that murmui d. and the flox'rs that blow'd; 
The filver flood that in meanders led 


His glitt'ring ſtreams along th' enliven'd mend 


The ſoothing breeze. and all thoſe beautics join'd, 
Which, whilſt they plcaſe. eſſt minate the mind. 
Io vain ! while diitant, on a ſummit rais'd, 
Th' imperial tow'rs of fame attrattire blaz d. 
While thus he trac'd thro' fancy's puzzling maze, | 
The ſep rate ſweets of pleaſure and of praiſe ; 
zodden the wind a fragrant gale convey'd, 
And a new luſtre gain'd upon the ſhade. 
At once, before his wond'ring eyes were ſeen, 


reo female forms, of more than mortal mien. 
Various their charms; and, in their dreſs and face, 


ch ſeem d to vie with ſome peculiar grace 

is, whoſe attire leſs clogg'd with art appear 'd, 
de ſimple ſweets of innocence endcar'd, 
E 2 
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Her ſprightly bloom, her quick ſagacious eye, 
$Shew'd native merit mix d with modeſty. 

Her air diffus'd a mild, yet awful ray, 

Severely ſweet, and innocently gay. 

Such the chaſte image of the martial maid, 

In artleſs folds of virgin-white array d“! 
She let no borrow'd roſe her cheeks adorn, 
Her bluſhing cheeks that ſham'd the purple morn. 
Her charms nor had nor wanted artful foils, 

Or ſtudied geſtures, or well practis d ſmiles. 

She ſcorn'd the toys which render beauty leſs ; 
She prov'd th* engaging chaſtity of dreſs; 
And while ſhe choſe in native charms to ſhine, 
Een thus ſhe ſeem'd, nay more than ſeem'd, divine. 
One modeſt cm'rald claſp'd the robe the wore, 
And. in her hand, th' impetial ſu oid ſhe bore. 
Sul lime her height majeſtic was ber pace, 
And watch'd the awful honours of her face. 
The (brubs. the flow'rs. that deck the verdant 
Scem'd, where ſhe trode with rifing luſtre crou nid. 


Still her approach with ſtronger influence warm'd; | 


She plcas'd, while diſtant, but, when near, 
| charm'd. | | 
So ſtrikes the gazers eye the ſilver gleam 
That glitt'ring quivers o er a diſtant ſtream; 
But from its banks we ſee new beauties riſe, 
And, in its cryſtal boſom, trace the ſkies. 
With other charms the rival viſion glow'd, 
And from her dreſs her tinſel beautics flow d. 
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A flutt'ring robe her pamper'd ſhape conceal'd, 
And ſeem'd to ſhade the charms it beſt reveal'd. 
Its form, contriv'd her faulty ſize to grace; 

Its hue, to gire freſh luſtre to her face. . 
Her plaited heir diſguiſ d with brilliants glar d; 
Her checks the ruby's neighb' ring luſture ſhar d 
The gaudy topaz lent its gay ſupplies, 
| And ev'ry gem that ſtrikes leſs curious eyes: 

| Expos'd her breaſt with foreign ſweets perſum'd 3 


57 


And. round her brow, a roſezte garland bloom d. 


Soft ſmiling, bluſhing lips conceal'd her wiles; 
Yet ah! the bluſhes artful as the ſmiles 

Oft gazing on her ſhade, th' enraptur d fair 
Decreed the ſubſtance well deſerv'd her care: 
Her thoughts to other charms malignly blind, 
Center'd in that, and were to that confin d; 
And if on others eyes a glance were thrown, 
Twas but to watch the influence of her own. ' 
Much like her guardian. fair Cytheta's queen, 
When for her warrior the refines her mien, 
Or when, to bliſs her Dclian fſav'rite's arms, 
The radiant fair invigorates her charms | 
Much bke her pupil. Egypt's ſportive dame, 
Her dreſs expteſſive, and her air the ſame, 

When her gay bark o'er ſilver Cydnos roll'd, 
And all th' emblazon'd ſtreamers wav'd in gold. 
Such ſhone the viſion ; nor forbore to move, 
The fond contagious airs of lawle{s love. 

Each wanton eye deluding glances fir d. 

And am'rous dimples on cach check cenſpir'd. 
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Lifelefs her gait, and flow, with ſeeming pain, 
She dragg'd her loit'ring limbs along the plain; 
Yet made ſome faint efforts, and firſt approach'd the 
| ſwain. | | 
80 glaring dravghts, with taudry luſtre bright, 
Spring to the view, and ruſh upon the ſight : 
More ſlowly charms a Raphael's chaſter air, 
Waits the calm ſearch, and pays the fearcher's care. 
Wrapt in a pleas d ſuſpenſe, the youth ſurvey'd 
The various charms of each attractive maid ; 
Alternate each he view'd, and each admir d, 
And found, alternate, varying flames inſpir d. 
Quick o'er their forms his eyes with pleaſure ran, 
When ſhe, who firſt approach'd him, firſt began. 


% Hither, dear boy, direct thy wand'ring eyes; 


"Tis here the lovely vale of pleaſure lies. 
Debate no mure, to me thy life reſign; 
Each ſwcet, which nature can diffuſe, is mine. 
For me the nymph diverſifies her pow'r, 
Springs in a tree, or bloſſoms in a flow'r; 
To pleaſe my ear, ſhe tunes the linnet's ſtrains; 

To pleaſe my eye, with lilies paints the plains z 
To form my couch, in moſſy beds ſhe grows; 
To gratify my ſmell, perfumes the roſe; 
Reveals the fair, the fertile icene you ſee, 
And ſwells the vegetable world for me. 

Let the gu!!'d fool the toils of war purſue, 

Where bleed the many to enrich the few: 


Where chance from courage claims the boaſted prize: 


Where, tho' ſhe give, your country oft denics, 
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Induſtrious, thou ſhalt Cupid's wars maintain, 
And ever gently fight his ſoft campaign; 
His darts alone ſhalt wield, his wounds endure, 
Yet only ſuffer to enjoy the cure. 
Yicll but to me—a choir of nymphs ſhall riſe, 
And fire thy breaſt, and bleſs thy raviſh'd eyes. 
Their beauteous cheeks a fairer roſe ſhall wear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear; | 
Where ſondly thou thy favour'd head ſhall reſt, 
| Soft as the down that fclls the cygnet's neſt! 
While Philomel in each ſoft voice complains, 
And gently lulls thee with mellifluous ſtrains 
Whilſt with each accent, ſweeteſt odours flow; 
And ſpicy gums round ev'ry boſom glow. 
Not the fam'd bird Arahian climes admire, 
Shall in ſuch luxury of ſweets expire. 
At ſloth let war's victorious ſons exclaim; 
In vain! for Pleaſure is my real name: 
Nor envy thou the head with bays o'ergrown; 
No, ſeek thou roſes ta adorn thy own : 
For well each op'ning ſcene, that claims my care, 
Svits and deſerves the beauteous crown I wear. 
Let others prune the vine: the genial bowl 
Shall crown thy table. and enlarge thy ſoul. 
Let vulgar hands explore the brilliant mine, 
$0 the gay produce glitter ſtill on thine. 
Iudulgent Bacchus loads his lab'ring tree, 
And guarding, gives its cluſtring ſweets to me. 
For my lov'd train, Apollo's piercing beam 
Darts thro' the paſſive glebe, and frames the gem. 
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See in my cauſe conſenting gods employ d, 

Nor ſlight thoſe gods their bleſſings unenjoy d 1 

For thee the poplar ſhall its amber drein; 

For thee. in clouded beauty, ſpring the cane; 

Some coſtly tribute ev ry clime ſhall pay; 

Some charming treaſure ev'ry wind convey q 

Each object round ſome pleaſing ſcene ſhall yield; 

Art build thy dome, while nature decks thy ficld ; 

Of Corinth's order ſhall the ſtructure riſe ; 

The ſpiring turrets glitter thro' the ſkies; 

Thy coſtly robe ſhall glow with Tyrian rays : 

Thy vaſe ſhall ſparkle, and thy car thall blaze; | 

Yet thou. whatever pomp the ſun diſplay, 

Shalt own the am'rous night exceeds the day 
When melting flutcs and ſweetly founding lyres 

Wake the gay loves. and cite the young deſires; 

Or in th' lonian dance, ſome fav'rite maid 

Improves the flame her ſparkling eyes convey'd ; 

Think, canſt thou quit a glowing Delia's arms, 

To feed on virtue's viſionary charms? 

Or ſlight the joys which wit and youth engage, 

For the faint honour of a frozen ſage ? 

To find dull envy ev'n that hope deface, 

And where you toil'd for glory, reap diſgrace ? 

0! think that beauty waits on thy decree, 

And thy lov'd lovelieſt charmer pleads with me. 

She, whoſe ſoſt ſmile, or gentler glance to move, 

You vow'd the wild extremities of love; 

In whoſe endearments years, like moments, flew ; 


For whoſc endearments millions ſeem d too fev; 
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she, ſhe implores; ſhe bids thee ſeize the prime, 
And tread with her the flow ry tracks of time; 
Nor thus her lovely bloom of life beſtow 
On ſome cold lover, or inſulting foe 
Think, if againſt that tongue thou canſt rebel, 
Where love yet dwelt, and reaſon feem'd to dwell; 
3 What ſtrong perſuaſion arms her ſofter ſighs ! 

1 What full conviction ſparkles in her eyes! 

I See nature ſmiles, and birds ſalute the ſhade, 
Where breathing jaſmin ſcreens the ſleeping maids - 
And ſuch her charms. as to the vain may prove, 
Ambition ſeeks more humble joys than love! 
Their buſy toil ſhall ne er invade thy reign, 

Nor ſciences perplex thy lab ring brain; 

I or none, but what with equal ſweets invite; 

Nor other arts, but to prolong delight 

Sometimes thy fancy prune her tender wing, 

To praiſe a pendant. or to grace a ring; 

To fix the dreſs that ſuits each varying mein; 
To ſhew where beſt the cluſt ring gems are ſeen; 
To ſizh ſoft ſtrains along the vocal grove, 
And tell the charms, the ſweet eſſects of love! 
Nor fear to find a coy diſd rful muſe; 

Nor think the ſiſters will their aid refuſe. 

Cool grots, and tinkling rills, or filent ſhades, 
Soft ſcenes of leiſure ; ſuit the harmonious maids.z 

And all the wiſe, and all the grave decree 
Some of that ſacred train ally'd to me. 

But if more ſpecions eaſe thy withes claim, 
And thy breaſt glow with faint deſire of fame, 


* 
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Some ſofter ici: nce ſhall thy thoughts amuſe, 
Aud larning's name a folemn found ditfuie: 
To thce all nature's curious ores I'll bring, 
Explain the beautics of an inſect's wing; 
The plant, with nature leſs diifuſely kind, 
H+s to few climcs with partial care confin'd ; 
The ihcll the featters with more careleſs air, 
And in her frolics ſeems ſupremcly fair: 
The worth that dazzlcs in the talip s (tains, 
Or lurks b-ncath a pebble's various veins 
Sleep's downy god. averſe to war's alarms, 
Shall o'er thy head diffuſe his ſofteſt charms; 
Ere anxious thought thy dear repoſe aſſail, 
Or care, my molt deſtructive foe, prevail, 
The wat'ry nymphs ſhail tune the vocal vales, 
And gentle zephyrs harmonize their zales, 
For thy repoſe, inform, with rival joy, 


Their ſtrea ms to murmur, and their winds to ſigh, 


Thus ſhalt thou ſpend the ſweetly-flowing day, 
Till loſt in bliſs thou breathe thy foul away: 
Till the t' Elyſian bowers of joy repair, 

Nor find thy charming ſcenes exceeded there.” 
She ceas'd and on a lily'd bank reclin'd, 
Her flowing robe wav'd wanton with the wind: 

One tender hand her drooping head ſuſtains; 
One points, expreſſive to the flow'ry plains. 
Soon the fond youth perceiv'd her influence roll 
Deep in his breaſt, to melt his manly ſoul; 
As when Favonivs joins the ſolar blaze, 
And cach fair fabric of the froſt decays. 
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Soon, to l. is bieaſt, the foft harargue convey'd 
Retolves tou partial to the ſpecious maid. 3 
He ſigb d. Ic gaz d, fo ſucetiy ſmil'd the dame; 
Jet bghing, gazing. ſeem'd to ſcorn his flame; 
And. oft as virtue caught his wand'ring eye, 
A crimton bluſh condenin'd the rifing ſigh. 
Nuwas tuch the ling'ring I 10jan's ſhan. e betray'd, 
When Maia's fon the troun of Jore diſplay d: 
| When wealth, fame, empire, could no * 
prove, | 

For the ſoft rcign of Dido, and of YR 
Thos ill with arduous glory !ore confpires ; 
Soft tender flames with boid impetuous fires ! 

Some hov'ring doubts his anxious boſom mov'd. 
And Virtue zealous fair ! thoſe doubts improv'd. 
| «+ Fly, fly, fond youth, the too indulgent maid, 
Nor err, by ſuch fantaſtic ſcenes betray'd. 
Tho' in my path the rugged thorn be ſcen, 
And the dry turf diſcloſe a fainter green; 
Tho' no gay roſe, or flow'ry product ſhine, 
The barren ſurface ſtill conceals the mine. 
Fach thorn that thicatens even the weed that grows 
In virtue's path ſuperior ſweets beflows =—— 
Yet ſhould thoſe boaſted ſpecious toys allure, 
| Whence could fond floth the flatt'ring gifts pro» 

a 

The various wealth that tempts thy fond gefire, 
Tis I alone, her greateſt toe, acquire 
I from old ocean rob the treaſur d ſtore; 

I thro' each rcgion, latent gems czplore; 
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"T'was | the rugged brilliant firſt reveal d; 

By num'rous ſtrata deep in earth coriceal'd; 
"Tis I the ſurface yet refine. and ſhow 

The modeſt gem's intrinſic charms to zlow. 
Nor ſwells the grape, nor ſpires its feeble tree, 
Without the firm ſapport of induſtry. 


But grant we floth the ſcene heiſelf has 4 | 


The molly grotto' and the flow ry lawn ; 

Let Philomela tune the harmonious gale, 
And with each breeze cternal ſwcets exhale 2 
Let gay Pomona flight the plains around, 


And chooſe, for faireſt fruits, the favour'd ground. | 


To bleſs the fertile vale ſhould Virtue ccaſe, 
Nor molly grots, nor flow'ry lawns could pleaſe; 
Nor gay Pomona's luſcious gifts avail, 

The ſound harmonious, or the ſpicy gale. 
Seeſt thou yon rocks in dreadful pomp ariſe 
_ Whoſe rugged cliffs deform th* encircling ſkies ? 
Thoſe fields, whence Phoebus all the moiſter drains 
And, too profuſely fond. diſrobes the plains ? 
When I vouchſafe to tread the barren ſoil, 

. Thoſe rocks ſecm lovely, and thoſe deſarts ſmile. 
The form-thou vicw'ſt. to ev'ty ſcene with eaſe 
Transfcrs its charms, and ev'ry ſcene can pleaſe. 
When l have on thoſe pathleſs wilds appear'd, 
And the lone wand'rer with my preſence cheer'd ; 
Thoſe cliffs the exile has with pleaſure view'd, 
And call'd that deſart bliſs ful ſolitude ! | 
Nor l alone to ſuch extend my care: 


Fails oming Health ſurveys her altars there. 
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| Brown exerciſe will lead thee where ſhe reigns, 
And with reflected luſture gild the plains, 

With her, in flow'r of youth, and beauty's pride, 
Her offspring. calm Content and Peace, reſide. 
One ready off ring ſuits each neighd'ring ſhrine ; 
And all obey their laws who practiſe mine. | 
But Health averſe om floth's ſmooth region flies ; 
And, in her abſence Pleaſure droops and dies. 
Her bright companions, mirth, delight, repoſe, 
Smile where ſhe ſmiles, and ſicken when ſhe goes. 
A galaxy of pow'rs! whoſe forms appear 
For ever bcautcous. and for ever near. 
Nor will ſoft ſleep to flath's requeſt incline, 
He from her couches flics, unbid. to mine. 
Vain is the ſparkling bowl, the warbling ſtrain, 
Th incentive ſong, the labour'd viand vin! 
Where ſhe relentleſs reigns without controul, 
And checks each gay excurſion of the ſoul: 
Unmov'd, tho beauty deck'd in all its charms, 
Grace the rich couch. and ſpread the ſofteſt ms: 
| Till joylefs indolence ſuggeſts deſires. 
„ | Or drugs are ſought to ſurniſh languid fires: 
8uch languid fires as on the vitals prey, 
Barren of bliſs but fertile of decay. 
As artful heats, apply'd to thirſty lands, 
5 Produce no flow'rs, and but debaſe the ſands. 
1 But let fair Health her cheering ſmiles impart, 
How ſweet is nature, how ſuperfluous art! 
Tis ſhe the fountains ready draught commends, 
And ſmooths the flinty courſe which —— ** 
Vor. II. ä | 
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And, when my hero from his toils «tires, 

Fills his gay boſom with unuſual fires. 
And, while no checks th' unboui ded joy reprove, 
Aids and refines the gervine ſweets of leve. 

His faireſt proſpect riling trophies frawe ; 

His ſweeteſt muſic is the voice of fame ; 

| Pleaſures to floth unknown ! ſhe never found 
How fair the proſpect. or how ſweet the ſound. 


See fame's gay ſtiucture from yon ſummit charms, 


And fires the manly breaſt to arts or arms: 
Nor dread the ſteep aſcent, by which you riſe 


| Tm gg vales to tow'rs which reach the ſkies, 3 


Love, fame, eftecm, 'tis labour muſt acquire z 
The ſmiling offspring of a rigid fire! 
To fix the friend, your ſervice muſt be ſhewn ; 
All, ere they lov'd your merit, lov'd their own. 
That wond'ring Greece your portrait may admire, 
That tunctul bards may ſtring for you their lyre, 
That books way praiſe, or coins record your name. 
Such, fuch rewards tis toil alone can claim! 
And the fame column which Ciſplays to view 
The conqu'rors name, diſplays the conqueſt too. 


Nuss flow Experience, tedious miſtreſs! taught 


All that e er nobly ſpoke, or bravcly fought. 
 *Twas the the patriot, ſhe the bard refin'd, 

In arts that ſerve, protect, or pleaſe mankind. 

Not the vain viſions of inactive ſchools, 

Not fancy's maxims, not opinion's rules, 

Fer form'd the man whoſe gen'rous vwaimth cw 
1 erich his cenntry, or to ſerve his friends. 


MORAL PIECES. 


on active worth the laurel war beſtows : 

Peace rears her olive for induſtriaus brows 2 

Nor earth. uncu'tur'd, yields its kind ſupplies: 

Nor hcav'n its hun rs. without a ſactifice, 
der far below ſuch grov'ling ſcenes of ſhame, 

As lull to reſt Iguavia's flumb ring dame. 

Her friends, fiom all the tuils of fame ſecure, 

Alas! inglorious, greater toils endure. 

Doom'd all to mourn, who in her cauſe engage 

A youth enervate, and a painful age | | 

A ſickly ſapleſs maſs, if reaſon flies; 

And, if ſhe linger, impotently wiſe ! | 

IA thoughtlchs train, who pamper'd ſleek, and n 

lavite old age, and revel youth away; 

From life's freſh vigour move the load of care, 

And idly place it where they leaſt can bear. 

When to the mind, diſcas'd for aid they fly, 

What kind reflection ſhall the mind ſupply ? 

When, with loſt health, what ſhould the loſs allay, 

Peace, peace is loſt; a comfortleſs decay: 

But to my friends, when youth, when pleaſure flies, 

And earth's dim beauties ſade before their eyes, 

Thro' death's dark viſta flow 'ry tracks are ſcen, 

Elyſian plains, and groves for ever green. 

If o'er thcir lives a refluent glance they caſt, 


| Theirs is the preſent who can praiſe the paſt. 


Life has its bliſs for theſe, when paſt its bloom, 
As wither'd roſes yield a late perfume. 
| Serene, and ſafe from paſſions ſtormy rage, 
How calm = glide into the port of age! 
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Of the rude voyage leſs depriv'd than eas' d; 

More tir'd than pain'd, and ucaken'd than diſeas'd. 
For health on age, 'tis temp'rance muſt e 
And peace from picty alone can flow; 

And all the incerſc hounteuus Jove requires, 


Has ſwcets for him who feeds the ſacred fires — 
Sloth views the tow'rs of fame with envious eyes 


De ſirous (till, ſtill impotent to riſe. 
Oft, when reſolv'd to gain thoſe bliſsful tow'rs, 
The penſive queen the dire aſcent explores, 
Comes onward, waſted by the balmy trees, 
Some filvan muſic, or ſome ſcented breeze: 
She tu.ns her head, her own gay realm ſhe ſpies, 
And all the ſhort-liv*d reſolution dies. | 
Thus ſome fond inſect's falt ring pinions wave, 
Claſp'd in its fav'rite ſweets, a laſting ſlave: 
And thus in vain theſe charming viſions pleaſe 
The wretch of glory, and the ſlave of caſe; 
Doom'd ever in ignoble ſtate to pine, 
Boaſt her own ſcenes, and languiſh after mine. 
But ſhun her ſnares: nor let the world exclaim, 
Thy birth, which was thy glory, prov'd thy ſhame. 
With early hope thine infant actions fir d; 
Let manhood crown what infaucy inſpir'd. 
Let gen'rous toils reward with health thy days, 
Prolong thy prime, and etetnize thy praiſe. 
The bold exploit that charms th' atteſting age, 
To lateſt times ſhall gen'rous hearts engage ; 


And with that myrtle ſhall thy ſhrine be crown'd, _ 


With which, alive, thy graceful brows were bound: 
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Till time ſhall bid thy virtues freely bloom, 


And raiſe a temple where it found a tomb. 


Then in their feaſts thy name ſhall Grecians join 
Shall pour the ſparkling juice to Jove's and thiac, 
Thine us'd in war, ſhall raiſe their native fire; 
Thiae, us d in peace, their mutual faith inſpire: | 
Dulneſs, perhaps, through want of ſight, may blame, 
And ſpleen, with odious induſtry, defame ; 


And that, the honours giv'n, with wonder view, 


And this, in ſecret ſadneſs, own them due: 
Contempt and envy were by fate deſign d 

The rival tyrants which divide mankind : | 
Contempt, which none but who deſerve can bear; 
While envy's wounds the ſmiles of fame repair. 


For know, the gen'rous thine exploits ſhall fire, 
 Thineev'ry friend it ſuits thee to require, 


Lov'd by the gods, and, till their ſeats I ſhow, 


| Lov'd by the good their images below.” 


Ceaſe, lovely maid, fair daughter of the ſkies ! 


My guide my queen ! th' ecſtatic youth replies: 


In thee I trace a form deſign d for ſway ; 

Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey. 
And, by thy bright immortal friends I ſwear, 

Thy fair idea ſhall no toils impair. 

Lead me! O lead me where wbole hoſts of foes 

Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppoſe ! 
Welcome all toils th' unequal fates decree, 

While toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. 


| Such be my cares to bind th' oppreſſive — 
L. And cruſh the fetters of an injur d land: 
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To ſee the monſter's noxious life reſigu d, N 
And tyrants quell'd, the monſters of mankind ! 
Nature ſhall ſmile to view the vanquiſh'd brood, | 
And none but envy riot unſubdu'd. 

In cloiſter'd ſtate let ſelfiſh ſages dwell, | 
Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell; 
And boaſt their mazy labyrinth of rules, | 
Far leſs the friends of virtue, than the fools : 
Yet ſuch in vain thy fav'ring ſmiles pretend ; 
For uz is thine, who proves his country's friend, 
Thus when my life well ſpent the good enjoy, 
And the mean envious labour to deftroy ; 

When ſtrongly lur'd by fame's contiguous ſhrine, 
1 yet devote my choicer vows to thine ; | 
If all my toils thy promis'd favour claim, 

O lead thy fav'rite through the gates of fame ! 
He ceas'd his vows, and, with diſdainful air, 
He turn'd to blaſt the late exulting fair. 

But vaniſh'd, fled to ſome more friendly ſhore, 
The conſcious phantom's beauty pleas'd no more! 
Convinc'd her ſpurious charms of dreſs and face 
Claim'd a quick conqueſt, or a ſure diſgrace. 
Fantaſtic pow'r ! whoſe tranſient charms allur'd, 
While error's miſt the reas'ning mind obſcur'd ; 
Not ſuch the victreſs, virtue's conſtant queen 
Endur d the teſt of truth, and dar'd be ſeen. 
Her bright'ning form and features ſeem to own, 
Twas all her wiſh, her int'reſt to be known ; 


＋ 


SFS 


| MORAL PIECES. L 
And, when his longing view the fair declin'd, 
Left a full image of her charms behind. 
Thus reign: the moon, with furtive ſplendour 
_ crown'd, 
While glooms oppreſs us, and thick 1 ſurround. 
But let the ſource of light its beams diſplay, 5 


Lauguid and faint the mimic flames decay, 
And all the ſick ning ſplendour fades away. 
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1 * 
PROGRESS or TASTE 
0 * 
| Tur FATE or DELICACY 


A Por on the Temper and Studies of the — 
and how great a mis fortune it is for a man of 1 
eſtate to have much Tasrz. 


| = ag ſome cloud ectipe's the tax, 
When thus I tun'd my penſive lay. 
The ſhip is lanch'd—we catch the _—_ 
On life's extended ocean fail : 

For happineſs our courſe we bend, 

Our ardent cry our gen ral end! 
Yet ah ! the ſcenes which tempt our care 
Are like the forms diſpers'd in air 
Still dancing near diſorder d eyes; 
And weakeſt his, who beſt deſcries! 

Yet let me not my birthright barter, 

| (For wiſhing is the poet's charter: 

All bards have leave to wiſh what's wanted, 
Tho few ere found their wiſhes granted; 
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Extenſive ficld ! where pocts pride them ; 


In (ſinging all that is deny d then.) 
For humble eaſe. ye pow'rs! | pray; 

That plain warm tvit tor cv'ry day! 

And pleaſure, and brocade, below; 

To fluunt it — once a month, or 10. 

The firſt for conſtant wear we want; 

The firſt, ye pow'rs ! for ever grant! 

But conſtant wear the laſt beſpatters, 

And turns the tiſſue into tatters | 
Where'er my vagrant courſe l bend, 

Let me ſecure one faithiul friend, 

Let me, in public ſcenes, requeſt 

A friend of wit and taſte, well dreſt : 

And If I muſt not hope ſuch favour, 

A friend of wit and taſte, however. 
Alas! that wiſdom ever ſhuns 

To congregate her ſcatter' d ſons; 

Whoſe nervous forces well combin'd, 

Would win the field. and ſway mankind. 


e fool will ſqueeze, from morn to night, 


To fix his folies full in ſight; 
The note he ſtrikes, the plume he ſhows, 
Attract whole flights of fops and beaux; 


And kiadred fools, who ne'er had known him, 


Flock at the ſight, careſs and own him. 
But ill ſtarr'd ſenſe, nor gay nor loud, 


Steals ſoft, on tip-toe. thro' fhe crowd; 


Conveys his meagre form between; 


| And dlides, like previous air, unſcen 3 
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Contracts his known tenvity, 

As though 'twere <v'n a cine to be: 

Nor ev'n permits his eyes to ſtray, 

And uin acquaintance in their way. 

In company. fo mean his air, 

You ſcarce are conſcious he is there : 

Till from ſome nook, like ſharpeu'd ſteel, 

Occurs his face's thin profile. 

Still ſeeming, from the gazer's eye, 

Like Venus newly bath'd to fly. 

Yet while reluctant he diſplays 

His real gem before the blaze, 

The fool hath in its centre plac'd 

His tawdry ſtock of painted paſte. 

Diſus'd to ſpeak, he tries his ſkill; 

| Speaks coldly, and ſucceeds but ill; 

His penſive manner, dulneſs deem'd ; 

His modeſty, reſerve eſteem'd; 

His wit unknown, his learning vain, 

He wins not one of all the train. 

And thoſe who, mutually known, 

In friendſhip's faireſt liſt had ſhone, 

Leſs prone, than pebblcs, to unite, 
Retire to ſhades from public ſight ; 

Grow ſavage, quit their ſocial nature: 

And ſtarve, to ſtudy mutual fatire. 
But friends and fav'rites, to chagrine them, 

_ Find counties, countries, ſeas between them: 

Meet once a year, then part, and then . 

Retiring, wiſh to mect again. 
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Riek ; the thought. let me provide 
Some . u. nan foi m to grace my fide; 
| A: and where'er | ſhipe my courſe; 
Aa otcful, pliant, ſtalking horſe! 
N, ge ſtore fice from ſo nt grimace; 
No team without its ſhare of lace ; 
But. mark'd with gold or ſilver either, 
Hint where his coat was picc'd together. 
N, legs be lengthen'd, | adviſe. 
And ſtockings roll'd abridge his thigs. 


| What tho” Vandyck had other rules, 


"| What had Vandyck to do with fools? 
nothing wanting, but his mind 
Before, a ſolitaire; behind, 
A twiſted ribband, like the track 
Which nature gives an afs's back. 
vilent, as midnight! pity twere 
| His wiſdom's flender wealth to ſhare; 

Aud. whilſt in flocks our fancies ſtray, 


I. with the poor man's lamb away. 


This form attracting ev'ry eye, 
Iftrole all unregarded by: 
| This wards the jokes of ev'ry kind, 
As an umbrella ſur or wind: | 
Or, like a ſpunge. abſorbs the allies, 


In peſtilential fames of malice ; 


Or, like a ſplendid ſhicld. is fit 


Ir. een the templar's random wit; 


lor what ſome gentler cit lets fall, 
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Alluſions theſe of weaker force, 
And apter {till the ſtalking horſe | 
O let me wander all unſeen. 
Beneath the ſanction of his mien! 

As lilies ſoft. as roſes fair! 


Eq ty as aii-pumps drain'd of air! 


With ſteady eye and pace remark 


The ſpeckled flock that haunts the park: 


Level my pen with wondrous heed 
At follics, flocking there to feed: 
And, as mv ſatire burſts amain, 
$ce feather'd fopp'ry ſhew the plain, 
But when | ſeck my rural grove, 
And {hare the peaceful haunts I love, 
Let none of this unhallow'd train 
My ſweet iequeſter d paths profane. 
Oft may ſome poliſh'd v r uaus triend 
To theſe ſoft-winding vales deſcend ;; 
And love with me inglorious things, 
And ſcorn with me the pomp of kings: 
And check me when mv boſom burns 
For ſtatues, paintings. coins, and urns, 
For | in Damon's pray'r could join, 


And Damon's with might now be mine 


ut all diſper d! the with, the pray r, 
Ae driven to mix with common air. 


sr Jane's. 
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PART Tue: SECOND, 
| [OW bappy once was Damon's lot, 


While yet romantic ſchemes were not ! 


Fre yet he ſent his weakly eyes, 

To plan fair caſtles in the ſkies; 

Forſaking pleaſures cheap and common, 

To court a blaze, ſtill flitting from one. 
Ah happy Damon! thrice and more, 

Nad taſte ne'er touch'd thy tranquil ſhores 

Oh days! when to a girdle tied 

The couples gingled at his fide; 

And Damon ſwore he would not barter 

The Sportſman's girdle for a garter! 
Who ever came to kill an hour, 

Found eaſy Damon in their pow'r ; 

Pure ſocial nature all his guide, 

„Damon had not a grain of pride.” 
He wilh'd not to clude the ſnares 

Which knavery plans, and-craft prepares; 

But rather wealth to crown their wiles 3 

And win their univerſal ſmiles: 

For who are chearful who at caſe, 

But they who cheat us as they pleaſe l 

He wink'd at mauy a groſs delign, 

The new fall'n calf might countermine: 

Thus ev'ry fool allow'd his merit; 


— Nes! Damon had a zen'rous ſpirit!“ 


A coxcemb's jeſt however vile, 
Was ſure, at leait, of Damon's ſmile ; 
V 
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That coxcomb ne'er deny'd him ſenſe; 
For why? it prov d his own pretence 3 
All own'd, were modeſty away, | 
Damon could thine as much as they. 
When wine and folly came in ſeaſon, 
Damon ne'er ſtrove to ſave his reaſon ; 
Obnoxious to the mad uproar ; 
A ſpy upon a hoſtile ſhore ! 
'Iuas this his company endear'd; 
Mirth never came till he appear d; 
His lodgings — ev'ry drawer could ſhew em 
The ſlave was kick d who did not know em. 
Thus Damon ſtudious of bis caſe, | 
And plcafing all whom mirth could pleaſe; 
Defy'd the world, like idle Collcy, 
To ſhew a ſofter word than folly. 
Since wiſuom's gorgon-ſhicld was known 
To ſtare the gazcr into ſtone; 
He choſe to truit in folly's charm, 
To kecp his breaſt alive and warm. 
: At length grave learning's fober train 
 Remark'd the trifler with diſdain ; 
The ſons of taſte contemn'd his ways 
And rank'd bim with the brutcs that graze: 
While they to nobler heights aſpir'd, 
And grew belov d. eſteem d. admir'd. | 
| Hence with our youth. not void of ſpirit, 
His old companions loſt their werit : 
And ev'ry kind, well-catur'd fot, 
Scem'd 2 dull play, without a plot; 


MORAL PIECES. 73 


Where ev'ry yawning gueſt agrees, 
The wiiling creature ſtrives to pleaſe ; 
| But temper never could amuſe; 
It barely led us to excule ; | 
| '['was true converling, they averr'd, 
| All they had fecn or feit, or heard; 
| Talents of weight! tor wights like theſe, 


| The law might chuſe for witneſſes ; 


zut ture th atteſtiag dry narration 
lll zwits a judge of converſation. | : 
What were their freedoms? mere excuſes 


1 | To vent ill manners, blows, and bruiſes. 


Yet freedom, gallant freedom | hafliog, 
At form, at form, inceſſant railing. 
Would they examine cach offence, 
Its latent cauſe, its known pretence. 
Punctilio ne'er was known to biecd em, 
$0 ture as fond prohific freedom. 
Their courage? but a loaded gun: 
Machine the wiſe would wiſh to ſhun; 
Its guard unſafe, its lock an ill one, 
Whe-e accident might fire and kill one. 
In ſhort diſguiſted out of meaſure 
Thro' much contempt, and lender pleaſure, 
His ſenſe of dignity returns; 
vith native pride his boſom burus; 
He ſeeks reſpect but how to gain it? 
Vit, ſocial mirth, could ne'er obtain it: 
1 * Boiſterou mirth. 
G 2 
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And laughter where it r:igns uncheck'd, 
Diſcards and diſſipates reſpet: | 
The man who gravely bows, enjoys it; 
But thaking hands, at once deſtroys it. 
Ficca ous plant, which freſh and gay, 
Shrinks at the touch. and tades away! 
Come then. reſerve! yet from my tiain 
B. nich coutempt and curs'd diſdain. 
Teach me he cry d. the magic art 
Io act the decent diſtant part: 

To huſband well my complaiſance, 
Kor let ev'n wit too lar advance; 
Zut chuſe calm reaſon for my theme, 
In theſe her roy al iealms ſupreme: 
And o'er her charms. with caution ſhown, 
But ſtill a graceful umbrage thioun ; 
And cach ab;upter period crown'd, 


With nods, and winks, and fa.iles profound. 


Till reſcu'd from the croud beneath, 

No more with pain to move or breathe, 

1 rife with head (late, to ſhare TD 

Salubrious draughts of purer air. 

Reſpect it won by grave pretence 

And ſilence, ſurer cv'n than ſenſe=—— 
"Tis hence the ſacred granuuer ſprings, 

Of eaſtern and of other kings, 

Or whence this awe to virtue due, 

While virtue's diſtant as Peru? 

The ſheathleG ſword the guard diſplays, 

Which round emits its dazzling rays: 
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The ſtately fort, the turrets tall, 
Portcullis'd gate, and battled wall, 


| Lefs ſcreens the body, than controuls, 


And wards contempt from royal ſouls. 
The crowns they wear but check the eye, 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh ; 
That dazzled crouds may be employ'd 
Around the ſurface of —the void. 
O! 'tis the ſtateſman's craft profound 
To ſcatter his amuſements round, 
To tempt us from their conſcious breaſt, 


| Where full fledg'd crimes enjoy their neſt. 


Nor awes us ev'ty worth reveal'd 
80 deeply, as each vice conceal'd. 

The lordly log, diſpatch'd of yore, 
That the frog people might adore, 
With guards to keep them at a diſtance, 
Had reign'd, nor wanted wit's afliſtance : 
Nay— had addreſſes from his nation, 
Ia praiſe of log adminiſtration. 


PART rue THIRD, 


TE buoyant fires of youth vere o'er, 
And fame and finery pleas'd no more; 

Productive of that gen ral ſtare 

Which cool reflection ill can bear! 

And, crouds commencing mere vexation, 

| Retirement ſent its invitation. 

Romantic ſcenes of pendant hills, 

And verdant vales, and falling rills, 

| 0 3 
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And moſſy banks the fields adorn 
Where Damon, ſimple ſwain, was kiln, 
The dryads rear'd a ſhady grove; 
Where ſuch as think, and ſuch as love, 
Might ſafely ſigh their ſummer's day, 
Or muſe their ſilent hours away. 
The oreads lik'd the climate well, 
And taught the level plain to ſwell, 
In verdant mounds, from whence the eye 
Might all their larger works deſcry, 
"The naiads pour'd their urns around, 
From nodding rocks o'er vales profound. 
They form'd their ſtreams to pleaſe the view, 
And bade them wind as ſerpents do: | 
And having fhewn them where to ſtray, 
Threw little pebbles in their way. 
Theſe fancy, all-ſagacious maid, 
Had at their ſeveral taſks ſurvey'd; 
She ſaw and ſmil'd; and oft would lead 
Our Damon's foot o'er hill and mead ; 
There, with deſcriptive finger, trace 
The genuine beauties of the place ; 
And when ſhe all its charms had ſhown, 
Preſcribe improvements of her own. 
« See yonder hill, fo green, ſo round, 
Its brow with ambient beeches crown'd ! 
*T would well become thy gentle care 
Io raiſe a dome to Venus there: 
Pleas'd would the nymphs thy zeal ſurvey, 
And Venus, iu their arms, repay. | 
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| "Twas ſuch a ſhade, and ſuch a nook, 

In ſuch a vale, and ſuch a brook, 

From ſuch a rocky fragment ſpringing, 
That fam'd Apollo choſe to ling in, 

There let an altar wrought with art 

Engage my tuneful patron's heart. 

How charming there to muſe and warble 

Beneath his buſt of breathing marble ? 

With laurel wreath, aud mimic lyre, 

That crown a poet's vaſt deſire. 

Then, near it ſcoop the vaulted cell 

Where muſic's charming maids may dwell; 

Prone to indulge thy tender paſſion, 

And make thee many an aſſignation. 

Deep in the grove's obſcure retreat 

Be plac'd Minerva's ſacred ſeat ; 

There let her awful turrets riſe, 

(For wiſdom flies from vulgar eyes): 

There her calm dictates ſhalt thou hear 

DiſtlaQly ſtrike thy liſt' ning ear: | 

And who would ſhun the pleaſing labour, 

To have Minerva for his neighbour ?” | 
In ſhort, ſo charm'd each wild ſuggeſtion, 

Its truth was little call'd in queſtion : 

And Damon dream'd he ſaw the fawns, 


| And nymphs, diſtindly im the lawns ; 


Now trac'd amid the trees, and then 


Loſt in the circling ſhades again, 


The Muſes, 
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With leer oblique their lover viewing 
And Cupid —panting-—and purſuing— 
Fancy, enchanting fair, he cry'd, | 
B- thou my goddeſs ! thou my guide! 
Pur thy bright viſions 1 deſpiſe | 
What foes may think, or friends adviſe, 
The feign'd concern, when folks ſurvey 
Expence, time, ſtudy caſt away; 

The real ſpleen, with which they ſee: 

I pleaſe myſelf, and follow thee. 


Thus glow'd his breaſt by fancy warm'd; 


And thus the fairy landſcape charm'd. 
But moſt he hop'd his conſtant care 
Might win the favour of the fair; 
And, wand'ring late thro' yonder glade, 
He thus the ſoft deſign betray d. | 
„Je doves! for whom I rear'd the grove, 

With melting lays ſalute my love ! 
My Delia with your notes detain. 
Or I have rear'd the grove in vain! 
Ye flow'rs which early ſpring ſupplies, 
Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes ! 
That ſhe your op'ning charms may ſee; 
Or what were elſe your charms to me ? 
Kind zephyr! bruſh each fragrant flow'r, 
And ſhed its odours round my bow'r, 
Or ne'er again, O gentle wind! | 
Shall I, in thee refreſhment find. 

Le ſtreams, if e' er your banks I lov'd, 
If &er your native ſounds improv'd, 
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May each ſoft murmur ſooth my fair; 
| Or oh 'twill deepen my deſpair ! 
Be ſure. ye willows! you be ſten 
| Array d in livelieſt robes of gieen; 
Or 1 will tear your flighted boughs, 


And let them fade around my brows. 


Aa thou, my grott ! whoſe lonely bounds 

The melancholy pine ſurrounds! 

May ſhe admire thy peaceful gloom, 

Or thou ſhalt prove her lover's tomb.“ 
And now the loſty domes we;e rear'd; 

Loud laugh d the ſquircs, the rabble ſtar d. 

| ++ See, neighbours, what our Damon's doing! 

1 think ſome folks are fond of uin! 

I ſaw his theep at random (tray— 

But he has thrown his crook away 

And builds ſuch huts s in foul weather, 

Are fit for ſheep nor ſhepherd neither.” 

|  Whence came the ſober ſwain miſled ? 

Why. Phoebus put it in his head. 

Phoebus ie friends him, we are told; 

And Phoebus coins bright tuns of gold. 

"Twere prudent not to be o vain ont: 

I think he'll never touch a grain on't. 

And if, from Phoebus, and his muſe, 

Mere earthly lazineſs enſucs; 

"Tis plain for aught that I can ſay, 

The devil inſpires as well as they. 

So they -—— while fools of groſſer kind, 

Leſs weeting what our bard deſigu d. 
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Impute his ſchemes to real evil; 

That in theſe haunts he met the devil. 
He own'd. tho' their advice was vain, 

It ſuited wights who trode the plain : 

For dulneſs—though he might abhor it— 

In them he made allowance for it. 

Nor wonder d, if beholding mottos, 


And uins and domes, and cells, and grottos, | Fa 
Folks, little dreaming of the muſes... TT Tt 
Were plagu'd to gucfſs their proper uſes, ' 
But did the mutes haunt his cell? | 1} T1 
Or in his dome did Venus dwell ? 5 | Set 
Did Pallas in his counſels ſhare? 2 a 
The Velian god reward his pray'r? N. 
Or did his zral engige the fair ? T 


When all the ſtiuctures ſhone complete; N 
Not much convenicnt, wondrous neat ; | 
Adorn'd with gilding, paiating. planting, 
And the fair gueſts alone were wanting; 
Ah me! ('twas Damon's own confeſſion), 
Came Poverty, and took poſſc ſſion. 


PART Tur FOURTH. 


WHY droops my Damon, whilſt he roves 
Thro' ornamentcd meads and groves? 
Near columns, obeliſks, and ſpires, | 7 
Which ev'ry critic eye admires? I 
is Poverty, deteſted maid, ( 
Sole tenant of their ample ſhade? 
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ri: ſhe that robs him of his caſe, 
And bids their very charms diſplcaſe. 
But now by fancy long contioil d, 
And with the ſons ot taſte enroll'd, 
He deem'd it ſhameful, to commence 
Firſt miniſter to common ſenſc: 
| Fai more elat ed, to purſue 
The loweſt taſk of dear vertu. 
And now behold his lofty ſoul, 
That whilom flew from pole to pole, 
Settle on ſome elab rate flow'r ; 
And like a bee, the ſweets devour ! 
Now, of a roſe enamout d prove 
The wild ſolicitudes of love! 
Now, in a lily s cup coſhiin'd, 
Furzo the commerce of mankind ! 
As in theſe toils he wore away 
The calm remainder of his day ; 
Condufting ſun, and ſhade. and ſhow'r, 
As molt migl:t glad the new-born flou'r, 
$0 fate ordain'd—— before his ee 
Starts up the long ſought butterfly ; 
While flutt'ring round, her plumes unfold 
Celeſtial crimſon dropt with gold. 3 
Adieu, ye bands of flow'rets fair! 
The living beauty claims bis care: 
For this he ſtrips — nor bolt, nor chain, 
Could Damon's warm purſuit reſtrain. 
See him o er hill. morafs or mound, 


[| Wheie'es the Ipcckled game is found, 
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Tho? bent with age, with zeal purſuc, 
And totter tow'rds the prey in view, 


Nor rock, nor ſtream. his ſteps retard, 


Intent upon the bleſs'd reward : 

One vaſſal fly repays the chace ! 

A wine, a film, rewards the race! 
Re a ards him tho diſeaſe attend, 
And in a fatal ſui feit end 

$0 fierce Camilla ſkimm'd the els, 
Smit with the purple's pleaſing ſtun, 
She ey d intent the glitt'ring ſtranger, 
And knew. alas nor tcar nor danger, 
Till deep within her panting heart, 
Malicious fate impell'd the dart! 

How ſtudious he what fav'rite food 
Negales dame nature's tiny brood! 
What junkets fat the f6lmy people ! 

And what liquors they choſe to tipple ! 

Behold him, at ſome tribe, 
And taiſe with drugs the fick*nitg tribe 
Or haply. when their ſpirits fa'ter, 
Sprinkling my Lord of Cloyne's tar-water. 

When nature's brood of inſets dies, 
Zee how he pimps for am'rous flies! 
See him the timcly ſuccout lend her, 
And help the wantons to engender * 


Or ſee him guard their pregnant hour; 


F xcrt his ioft obſtetric pow'r : . 
And. lending each his lenient hand, 


With neu- born gruvs enrich the land! 
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* O Wilkes! what poet's lofticſt lays 
Can match thy labours. and thy praiſe ? 
| Immortal ſage! by fate decreed 
' | To guard the moth's illuſtrious breed ! 
Till flatt'ring ſwarms on ſwarms ariſe, 
And all our wardrobes teem with flies! 
Aud muſt we praiſe this taſte for toys? 
I Admire it then in girls and boys. | 
Ie youths of fifteen years, or more, 
Reſign your moths the ſeaſon's o'er. 
is time more ſocial joys to prove; 
'Twere now your nobler taſk—to love. 
Let ****'s eyes more deeply warm ; 
Nor, lighting nature's faireſt form, 
| The bias of your ſouls determine | 
Tow'rds the mean love of nature's vermin. 
1 But ab ! how wondrous few have known, 
To give cach ſtage of life its own ? | 
Lis the pretexta's utmoſt bound, 
With radiant purple edg'd around, 
To pleaſe the child, whoſe glowing dyes 
Too long delight maturer eyes: 
And few, but with regret, aſſume | 
The plain-wrought labours of the loom. 
Ah! let not me by fancy ſteer, 
| When life's autumnal clouds appear; 
Nor ev'n in learning's long delays 
Conſume my faireſt, fruitleſs days: 
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* Alluding to moths and but terflics delineated by 
Benjamin Wilkes. Sce his very expenſive propotals, 
Vot. II. H 5 


84 MORAL PIECES. 


Like him who ſhould in amour ipend 
Ihe ſums tbat armour ſhould defend. 
A while. in pleaſure's myrtle bow'r ; 
We ſhare her ſmiles and bleſs her pow'r; 
But find at laſt, we vainly ſtrive 
To fix the worſt coquette alive. 

O you ! that with aſſiduous flame 
Have long purſu'd the faithleſs dame; 
Forſake her ſoft abodes a while, 


And dare her frown, and light her ſmile. 


Nor ſcorn, whatever wits may ſay, 
The foot path road, the king's highway. 
Ko more the ſcrup'lous charmer teaſe, 
But ſeck the roofs of honeſt caſe; 
The rival fair no more purſu'd, | 
Shall there with forward peace iutrude : 
Shall there her ev'ry art eſſay, 

To win you to her lighted ſway ; 


And grant your ſcorn a glance more fair 


Than e'er ſhe gave your fondeſt pray r. 
But would you happineſs purſue ? 

Partake both caſe and pleaſure too? 

Would you, thro” all your days, diſpenſe 

"Che joys of reaſon, and of ſenſe ? 

Ur give to life the moſt you can! 

Let focial virtue ſhape the plan. 

For docs not to the virtuous deed 

A train of pleaſing ſweets ſucceed? 

Or, lice the ſweets of wild deſire, 

Nil ſocial pleaſores ever tire? 
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| Yet. midſt the groupe be ſome preferr'd, 
Be ſome abhor'd—for Damon err'd: 
And ſuch there are —of fair addreſs — 
As 'twere uniocial to careſs. 
O learn, by reaſon's equal rule, 
Te ſhun the praiſe of knave. or fool ; 
Then, thaugh you deem it better (t''l 
To gain ſome ruſtic ſquire's good wil: ; 
And fouls, however mean or vile, 
Linke features, brighten by a ſmile ; 
Let reaſon holds it for a crime, 
The trivial breaſt ſhould ſhare thy time : 

And virtue. with reluctant eyes, 
Beholds this human facrifice ! 

Through deep reſerve. and air ere, 
Miſtaken Damon won reſpect ; | 
But could the ſpecious homage paſs 
With any creature but an aſs? 
If conſcious, they who fear'd the ſkin, 
Would ſcorn the ſlugtziſh brute within. 
What awe ſtruck ſlaves the tow'rs incloſe, 
Where Perſian monarchs cat, and dose? 


Wat proſtrate reverence all agree, 


To pay a prince they never ſe! 
Mere vaſſals of a royal throne! x 
To ſophi's virtues muſt be ſhown, 2 
To make the reverence his own. 
4s for Thalia—wouldſt thou make ber 
Thy bride without a portion ?—take her. 

W | 
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She will with duteous care attend, 

And all thy penſire hours befriend ; 

Will ſwell thy joys, will ſhare thy pain; 

With thee «<joice, with thee complain; 

Will ſmooth thy pillow, plait thy bew'rs, 

And bind thine aching head with flow'rs. 

But be this previous maxim known, 

If thou canit feed on love alone; 

If bleſs'd with her thou canſt ſuſtain 

Contempt. and poverty, and pain; 

If ſo— then riflle all her graces— 
And fruitful be your fond embraces. 

| Too ſoon, by caitiff ſpleen inſpi. d, 

Sage Damon to his groves tetir d: 

The path diſclaim'e by ſober reaſon; 

R<tirement claims a later ſeaſon; 

Ere actise youth and warm deſires 

Have quite withdrawn their ling'ring fires, 

With the. warm boſom, ill agree, 

Or limpid ſtream, or ſhady tree. 

Love lurks within the roſy bow'r, 

And claims the ſpeculative hour; 

Ambition finds his calm retreat, 

And bids his pulſe too ficrecly beat; 

Ev'n ſocial friendſhip duns his ear, 

And cites him to the public ſphere. 

Does he reſiſt their genuine force? 

His temper takes ſome forward courſe ; 

Till paſſion, miſfdiretted ſighs 

For weeds, or ſhells, or grubs, or flies. 
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Spent in the ſocial paths of praiſe, 


| A train of virtuous deeds behind: 


From this rich fand, the mem'ry draws 

The laſting meed of ſelf · applauſe. 5 
Such fair ideas lend their aid 

To people the ſequeſter d ſhade. 

Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fawns, 

That haunt his floods, or cheer his lawns. 

If where his devious ramble ſtrays, 

He virtue's radiant form ſurveys; 

She ſeems no longer now to wear 

| The rigid mien, the frown ſevere * ; 

To ſhew him her remote abode; 

To point the rocky ard'ous road : 

But from each flow'r his ficlds allow, 

She twines a garland for his brow. 


Alluding to—the allegory in Czxzs's Tanies. 
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A RHAPSODY, addreſſed to young Por rs. 


Inſanis; omnes gelidis quicunque lacernis 


„ Bunt tibi, Naſones Virgilioſque vides. Mas“ 


PART Tuz FIRST. 


T you, ye bards! whoſe laviſh breaſt requires 


This monitory lay, the ſtrains belong ? 


Nor think ſome miſer vents his ſapient ſaw, 
Or ſome dull cit. unfeeling of the charms 


That tempt profuſion, ſings ; while friendly zeal, Þ} 


To guard from fatal ilis the tribe he loves, 
Inſpires the meaneſt of the muſe's train! 
Like you I lothe the grov'ling progeny, 

Whoſe wily arts, by creeping time matur'd, 
Advance them high on pow'rs tyrannic throne: 
To lord it there in gorgeous uſeleſſneſs, 

And ſpurn ſucceſsleſs worth that pines below! 


See the rich churl, amid the ſocial ſons 


Of wine and wit, regaling hark he joins 

In the free jeſt delighted! ſeems to ſhew 

A meliorated heart! he laughs! he fings! 
Songs of gay import, madrigals of glee, 

And drunken anthems ſet agape the board. 
Like * Demea, in the play, benign and mild, 


And pouring forth benevolence of ſoul, 
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nn Terence's Adelphi, 
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Til Micio wonders; or, in Shakeſpear's line, 


Obitrep'ron> ſilence; drowning Shallow voice, 
And ſtartling Falſtaff and his mad compeers. 
He owns i prudence ever and anon, 

To ſwooth his careful brow; to let his purſe 
Ope to a ſixpence's diameter ; 

He likes our ways, he owns the ways of wit 
Are ways of pleaſance, and deſerve regard. 

True we are dainty good ſociety ; 

But what art thou ? alas! conſider well, 


Thou bane of ſocial pleaſure, know thyſelf, 


They fell approach, like ſome invaſive damp . 
Breath'd thro' the pores of earth from dtygian caves, 
Deſtroys the lamp of mitth ? the lamp which we 
Its flamens boaſt to guard, we know not how: 

But at thy ſight the fading flames aſſumes | 

A ghaſtly blue, and in a ſtench expires | 
True, thou ſeem ſt chang'd ; all fainted all enſæy' d; 
The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes, 
Say thou art honeſt and of gentle kind 

But all is falſe! an intermitting ſigh | 
Condemns each hour, each moment giv'n to ſmiles, 
And deems thoſe only loſt thou doſt not loſe. 

Ev'n for a demi-groat, this open'd ſoul, 

This boon companion, this elaſtic breaſt 


Revibrates quick; and ſends the tuneful tongue 
To laviſh muſic on the rugged walls 


Of ſome dark dungeon. Hence thou caitiff, * 


Touch not my glaſs, nor drain my facred bowl, 
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Monſter, ingrate* beneath one common ſky 


Why ſhouldſt thou breathe ? beneath one common roof 


Thou ne'er ſhalt harbour; nor my little boat 
Receive a ſoul with crimes to preſs it down. 

Go to thy bags, thou recreant ! hourly go, 

And gazing there, bid them be wit, be mirth, 
Be converſation, Not a face that ſmiles 

Admit thy preſence! not a ſoul that glows 

With ſocial purport, bid or ev'n or morn 

Inveſt thee happy ! but when life declines, 

May thy ſure heirs ſtand titt'ring round thy bed, 


And, uſh'ring in their fav'rites, burſt thy locks, 


And fill their laps with gold; till want and care 
With joy depart, and cry, We aſk no more.” 
Ah never, never may th' harmonious mind 

Endure the worldly ! poets ever void 
Of zuile, diſtruſtleſs, ſcorn the treaſur'd gold, 
And ſpurn the miſer, ſpurn the deity. 

Balanc'd with friendſhip, in the poet's eye, 

The rival'd ſcale of int'reſt kicks the beam, 
Than lightning ſwifter. From his cavern'd ſtore 
The ſordid foul, with ſelf applauſe, remarks 
The kind propenſity ; remarks and ſmiles, 

And hies with impious haſte to ſpread the ſnare. 
Him we deride, and in our comic ſcenes | 
Contemn the niggard form Moliere has drawn. 
We lothe with juſtice ; but alas the pain 

To bow the knee before this calf of gold. 
Implore his envious aid, and meet his frown ! 
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But 'tis not Gomez, tis not he whoſe heart 
Is cruſted o'er with droſs. whoſe callous miud 
Is ſenſeleſs as his gold, the flighted muſe | 
Intenſely lothes * Tis ſure no equal taſk 
To pardon him, who laviſhes bis wealth 
On racer, fox hound, hawk or ſpanicl, all 
But human merit. who with gold ecſſays 
All. but the nobleſt plcaſure, to remove 

The wants of genius and its ſmiles enjoy. 

But you ye titled youths' whoſe nobler zeal 
Would burniſh o'er your coronets with fame, 
| Who liſten pleas'd when port tunes bis lay, 

Permit him not, in diſtant ſolitudes, 

To pine, to languiſh out the ficeting hours 

Of active youth! then virtue pants for piaiſe, 

That ſeaſon unadorn'd, the careleſs bard 

Quits your worn threſhuld, and. like honeſt Gay, 
Contemns the niggard boon ye time ſo ill. 

Your favours then, like trophics giv'n the tomb, 

| Th' enftanchis'd ſpirit ſoaring not perceives, 

Or ſcorns perceiv'd and exccrates the ſmile 

Which bade his vig'rous bloom to treach'rous hopes 


« | And ſervile cares a prey, expire in vain! —— 


Too lawleſs pow'rs, engag d by mutual hate 
n endleſs war, beneath their flags enroll 

The vaſſal world. This Avarice is nam'd, 

That Luxury; tis true their partial friends 
Aſſizu them ſofter names: uſurpers both! 
That ſhare by dint of arms the legal throne 

| Ejuſt oeconomy; yet both betray d 
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By fraudful miniſters The niggard chief 
Liſt'ning to want, all faithleis and prepar'd 
To join each moment in his rival's train, 
His conduct models by the needleſs fears 
The ſlave inſpires. while luxury, a chief 
Of ampleſt faith, to plenty s rule reſigns 


His whole campaign. Tis plenty's flatt'ring ſounds 


Ingrofs his car; tis plenty's ſmiling form | 
Moves ſtill before his eyes, Diſcretion ſtrives, 
But ſtrives in vain, to baniſh from the throne 
The perjur'd minion. He, ſecure of truſt, 

With latent malice to the hoſtile camp 


Day, night, and hour. his monarch's wealth conveys, | 


Ie tow'ring minds! ye ſublimated fouls | 
Who, careleſs to your fortuncs, ſeal and ſign, 


Set, let contract, acquit, with eaſier mein | : 


Than fops take ſnuff! whoſe oeconomic care 
Your green ſilk purſe engroſſes! eaſy, pleas'd, 
To ſee gold ſparkle thro' the ſubtle folds; 
Lovely, as when th' Heſperian fruitage ſmil d 
Amid the verd'rous grove, who fondly hope 
Spontaneous harveſts! harveſts all the year! 
Who ſcatter wealth, as tho' the radiant crop 
Glitter d on ev'ry bough; and ev'ry bough 
Like that the Trojan gather'd, once avuls d 
Where by a ſplendid ſucceſſor ſupply d 
Inſtant, ſpoutaneous ! liſten to my lays. 
For tis not fools, whate'er proverbial phraſe 


Have long decreed, that quit with greateſt caſe | 


The treaſur d gold. Of words indeed profuſe, 
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I Of gold tenacious, thcir torpeſcent ſoul 


Cl nctes their coin, and what electral fire 
Shall folve the froſty gripe, and bid it flow? 
is genius, fancy, that to wild expence 
Of hcalth! of treaſure! ſtimulates the ſoul : 
Theſe. with officious care, and fatal art, 
Improve the vinous flavour; theſe the ſmile 
Of Cloe ſoften ; theſe the glare of dreſs 
lume; the glitt ring chariot gild anc w, 
And add ſtrange wifdom to the furs of pow'r. 
Alas! that he amid the race of men, 
That he. who thinks of pureſt gold with ſcorn, 
Should with unſated appetite demand, 


Aud vainly court the pleaſures it procures! 


' | When ſancy's vivid ſpark impells the foul 

To ſcorn quotidian ſcenes, to ſpurn the bliſs 
Of vulgar minds. what noſtrum ſhall compoſe 
Its fatal tenſion ? in what lonely vale | 


| Of balmy med'cine's various field aſpires 


The bleſt refrigerant? Vain, ah vain the hope 
| Of future peace, this orgaſm uncontroll'd! 
' | Impatient, hence of all, the frugal mind 
Requires; to eat. to drink, to ſlrep. to fill | 
| Acheſt with gold. the ſprightly breaſt demands 
bweeſſant rapture, life a tedious load, 
"| Deny its continuity of joy. | 
* | But whence obtain? philoſophy requires 
| No laviſh coſt; to crown its utmoſt pray'r 

| Suffice the root built cell the ſimple fleece, 
The juicy viand, and the cryſtal ſtream. 
Ev'n mild ſtupidity rewards her train 
Vith cheap contentment. Taſte alone requires 
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Entire profuſion! Days, and nights. aud hours, 
Thy voice hydropic fancy! calls aloud | 
For coltly draughts, innundant bowls of joy, 
Rivers of rich regalement ! ſeas of bliſs! 

Seas without ſhore: infinity of ſweets! 

And yet, unleſs ſage reaſon join her hand 
In plcaſure's purchaſe, pleaſure is unſure ; 
And yet, unleſs oeconomy's conſent 
Legitimate expence. ſome graceleſs mark, 

Some ſymptom ill conceal'd, thall, foon or late, 
Burſt like a pimple from the vicious tide 

Of acid blood, proclaiming want s diſeaſe, 
Amidſt the bloom of ſhew. The ſcanty ſtream 
Slow loit'ring in its channel, ſeems fo vie 


With Vaga's depth; but ſhould the ſedgy power 


Vain-glorious empty his penurious urn 


Ober the rough rock, how muſt his fellou- ſtteams 


Dcride the tinklings of the boaſtive rill! 

I not aſpire to mark the dubious path 
That leads to wealth, to poets mark'd in vain! 
But ere ſelf flatt'ry ſoothe the vivid breaſt 
With dreams of fortune near ally'd to fame, 
Reflect how few, who charm'd the liſtning car 
Of ſatrap or of king, her ſmiles enjoy d! 
Cor ſider well, what meagre alms repay'd 
The great Maconian, ſire of tunetul ſong, 
And prototype of all that foar'a ſublime, 


And left dull cares below: what griefs impell' dt 


Tlie modeſt bard of learn'd Eliza's reign 
To ſwell with tears his Mulla's pareut ſtream, 


Ee es oe aut ot es Eto. 
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And mourn aloud the pang, ** to ride, to run, 
To ſpend, to give, to want. to be undone.” 


Why ſhould I tell of Cowley's penſive muſe 
Belov'd in vain ? too copious is my theme ! 


W 


Which of your boaſted race might hope reward 


Like loyal Butler, when the lib'ral Charles, 
The judge of wit, peruc'd the ſprightly page 
Triumphant o'er his foes ! Believe not hope, 
The poet's paraſite; but learn alone 

To ſpare the ſcanty booa the fates decree. 
Poet and rich ! tis ſoleciſm extreme 

Tis heighten d contradiQtion, in his frame, 
In ev*ry nerve and fibre of his ſoul, 

The latent feeds and principles of want 


| - His nature wore, and fate confirm'd the clue. 


Nor yet deſpair to ſhun the ruder gripe 
Of penury ; with nice precifton learn | 
A dollar's value. Foremoſt in the page! 
That marks th' expence of each revolving year, 
Place inattention. When the luſt of praiſe, 
Or honour's falſe idea, tempts thy ſoul 
To flight frugality, aſſure thine heart 
That danger's near. This periſhable coin 
Is no vain ore. It is thy liberty, 
It fetters miſers, but it muſt alone 


Enfranchiſe thec. The world, the cit-like world 


Bids thee beware; thy little craft eſſay; 
Nor, pidling with a tea ſpoon s ſlender form, 
See with ſoup ladles devils gormandiſe. 


Oeconomy ! thou good old aunt, whoſe mien 


Vor. II. i 


966 MORAL PIECES. 


Furrow'd with age and care the wiſe adore 
The wits contemn ! reſerving ſtill thy ſtores 
To cherr thy friends at laſt! why with the cit, 
Or bookleſs churl. with each ignoble name, | 
Each earthly nature, dcign'ſt thou to reſide ? 
And ſhunning all, who by thy favours crown'd 


Might glad the world. to ſeck ſome vulgar mind 


Inſpiring pride. and ſelfiſh ſhapes of ill? 
Why with the old, infirm and impotent, 


And childlcfs, love to dwell. yet leave the bra 


Of youth, unwarn'd, unguided, uninform'd ? 
Of youth, to whom thy monitory voice 
Were doubly kind? for ſure to youthtul eyes 
(tlow ſhort ſoe er it prove) the road of lite 
Appears protracted : fair on either ſide 
The loves, the graces play, on fortune's child 
Piofuſely ſmiling ; well might you eſſay 
The frugal! plan, the lucrative employ, 
Source of their favour all the live long day. 
Fur fate aſſents not. Age alone contracts 
His meagre palm, to clench the tempting tune 
Of all his peace, the glitt'ring ſeeds of care 
D that the mufes voice might pierce the car 
Of gcn'rovs youth, for youth deſerves lier ſorg, 
Youth is fair virtuc's ſcaſon. viitve then 
Requires the pruner's hand; the ſequent ſtage, 
It barely vegetates; not long the ſpace 
Ere robb'd of warmth its arid trunk difplay 
Fell winter's total reign. O lovely fource 
Of gcn'rous foilles, youth! when op'ning minds 
Arc houcii as Us lights lucid as ait, 
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&s foſt'ring breezes kind, as linnets gay bs 


"| Tender as buds, and laviſh as the ſpring ! 


Yet hapleſs ſtate of man! his earlieſt youth 
Cozens itſelf, his age defrauds mankind. 
Nor deem it ſtrange that rolling years abrade 


The ſocial bias. Litc's extenſive page 
What does it but unfold repeated proofs 
| | Of gold's omipotence ? With patriots, friends, 
. | Sick'ning beneath its ray, enervate ſome, 
And others dead, whotz putri4 name czhales 


I Amiſome ſcent, the buiky volume tecms 


— *.4 
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wan kinſmen, brothers, ſons, moiſtning the ſhroud, 


Or honouring the grave, with ſpecious grief 


\ | Of ſhort duration; ſoon in fortune's beams 
I Alert, and wond'ring at the tears they ſhed. 


But who ſhall ſave by tame proſaic ſtrain 

That glowing breaſt. where wit with youth conſplres 
Toſweeten luxury the fearful muſe 

Shall yet proceed, tho' by the fainteſt gleam 

Of hope inſpir d to warn the train the loves. 


PART Tux SECOND, 


IN fome dark ſeaſon, when the miſty ſhower 
Obſcures the tun, and ſaddens all the ſky; 

When linnets drop the wing, nor grove nor ſtream 

lavites thee forth, to ſport thy drooping muſa; 

ſize the dull hour, nor with regret aſſign 


o vorldly prudence. She, nor nice nor coy, 


| keeepts the tribute of a joyleſs day; 
l ite ſmiles well pleas'd when wit and mirth 3 
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And not a grace, and not a muſe will hcar, 
Then, from majeſtic Maro's awful ſtrain, 

Or tow'ring Homer. let thine eye deſcend. 

To trace with patient induſtry, the page 

Of income and expence. And oh! beware, 
Thy breaſt, ſelf Nlatt'ring, place no courtly ſmile, 
Noa golden promiſe of the faithleſs muſe, 
Naur latent mind which fortune's hand may ſhew, 
Amid thy ſolid ſtore The ſyten's ſong 
Wrecks on the liſl' ning ſailor half fo ſure, 

Ste by what avenues, what devious paths, 


| The foot of want, deteſted, ſteals along, 


And bars each fatal paſt, Some few ſhort hours 
Of punQual care, the refuſe of thy year 
On frugal ſchemes employ'd ſhall give the muſe 
To ling intrepid many a cheerful day. 
Hout it too ſoon before the tepid gales 
Thy telolution melt; and ardent vows 
In wary hours pieferr d or die forgot, 
Or ſcem the forc'd eſſect of hazy ſkies; 
Then ere ſurpriſe by whoſe impetuous rage 
The maſly fort, with which thy gentler breaſt 
I not compare, is won, the ſong proceeds. 
Know too by nature's undiminiſh'd law, 
Throughout her realms obey'd, the various parts 
Of deep creation, atoms, ſyſtems, all! 


Attract and are attracted ; nor prevails the law 3 


Alone in matter; ſoul alike with foul 
Aſpire, to join ; nor yet in ſouls alone, 
In each idea it imbibes, is found 
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The kind propenſity And when they meet, 
I And grow familiar various though their tribe, 
| Their tempers various, vow perpetual faith: 
| That ſhould the world's disjointed frame once more 
| To chaos yield the ſway, amid the wreck 5 5 
Their union ſhoul ! ſurvive; with Roman warmth, 
| By ſacred hoſpitable laws endear d, 

Should each idea recollect its fend. 
Here then we ſix; on this perennial baſe 

EreQt thy ſafety, and defy the ſtorm. 
| | Let oft profuſion's fair idea join 
| Her hand with poverty; nor here deſiſt, 

Till, o'er the groupe that forms their various train, 
Thou ſing loud hymeneals Let the pride 
| Of outward ſhew in laſting leagues combine 
With ſhame thread bare; the gay vermilion face 
Of raſh intemp'rance. be diſcreetly pair d 
With fallow hunger; the licentious joy, 

With mean dependance; ev'n the dear delight 
| Of ſculpture, paint, intaglias books and coins, 
Thy breaſt, ſagacious prudence! ſhall connect 
With filth and beggary ; nor diſdain to link 
With black inſolvency. Thy ſoul alarm'd 
ts Shall ſhun the ſyren's voice; no, boldly dare 

To bid the ſoft enchantreſs ſhare thy breaſt, 
With ſuch a train of horrid fiends conjoin'd. 
Nor think, ye ſordid race! ye grovcling minds 
1 frame the ſong for you! for you, the muſe 
| Could other rules impart. The friendly ſtrain 
For geatler boſoms plann d, to yours would prove 
1 1 3 
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The juice of lurid aconite, exceed 
Whatever Colchos bore, and in your breaſt 
Compaſſion, love, and friendſhip all deſtroy ! 
| It greatly ſhall avail, if e er thy ſtores 
Increaſe apace, by periodic days 
Of annual payment, or thy patron's boon, 
The lean reward of groſs unbounded praiſe ! 
It much avails, to ſeize the preſent hour, 
And, undeliberating, call around | 
Thy hungry creditors ; their horrid rage 
When once appeas'd, the ſmall remaining fore. 
* Shall riſe in weight tenfold, in luſtre riſe, 
As gold improv'd by many a fierce aſſay; 
"Tis thus the frugal huſbandman direts 
His narrow ſtream, if o'er its wonted banks 
By ſadden rains impell'd, it proudly ſwell ; 
His timely hand thrqugh better tracks conveys 
The quick decreaſing tide; ere borne along 
Or through the wild moraſs, or cultur'd ficld, 
Or bladed graſs mature, or barren ſands 
It flow deſtructive, or it flow in van 8 
But happieſt he who ſanctiſies expence 
By preſent pay! who ſubjects not his fame 
To tradeſman's varlets, nor bequeaths his name, 
His honour'd name, to deck the vulgar page 
Of baſe mechanic, ſordid, unſincere! 
There haply, while thy muſe ſublimely foars 
Beyond this earthly ſphere, in heav'ns abodes, - 
And dreams of nectar and ambroſial ſweets, 
Tuy growing debt ſteals unregarded o'er = 
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W 
Di 


4 
— 


FCC wo odgyd 


* 


MORAL PIECES. 16. 


te punctual record; till nor Phoebus ſelf— 
;F Nor ſage Minerva's art can avght avail 
Jo foothe the ruthleſs dun's deteſted rage. 
Frantic and fell, with many a curſe profane 
Hie loads the gentle muſe, then hurls thee down 
To want, remorſe. captivity, and ſhame. 
Each public place, the glitt ring bauats of men, 
With horror fly. Why loiter near thy bane— 
8 Why fondly linger on a hoſlile ſhore | | 
Diſarm'd, defenceleſs ? why require to tread 
fre precipice ? or why alas to breathe 
A moment's ſpace, where ev'ry breeze is death! 
Death to thy future peace! Away, collet 
Thy diſſipated mind; contract thy train 
Of wild ideas o'er the flow'ry ficlds 
Of ſhew diffus'd, and ſpeed to ſafer climes. 
Oeconomy preſents her glaſs, accept | 
The faithful mirrour; pow'rful to diſcloſe 
A thouſand forms, unſcen by careleſs eyes, 
That plot thy fate. Temptation in a robe 
Of Tyrian dye, with ev'ry ſweet perfum'd, 
Beſets thy ſenſe; extortion follows cloſe 
Her wanton ſtep; and ruin brings the rear. 
| Theſe and the reſt ſhall her myſterious glaſs 
| 1 Embody to thy view; like Venus, kind, 
Wen to her lab'ring ſon, the vengeful pow'rs 
That urg'd the fall of llium, ſhe difplay'd. 
He, not imprudent, at the fight declin'd 
| Th' unequal conflict, and decreed to raiſe 
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For here to drain thy ſwelling purſe await 
A thouſand arts, a thouſand frauds attend, 


© The cloud wrought canes, the gorgeous ſuuff-boxes, | Vn 


The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwee, 8 Di 
With all its bright inhabitants, ſhall waſte i of 
Its melting ſtores, and in the dreary void ni 
Leave not a doit behind.“ Ere yet exhauſt I 5p 
Its flimſy folds offend thy penſive eye, T7] 
Away ! emboſom'd deep in diſtant ſhades, 83 It 


Nor ſeen nor ſeeing, thou may (t vent thy ſcorn 

Of lace, embroid'ry, purple, gems, and gold! 

There of the farded fop, and eſſenc'd beau, 

Ferocious with a ſtoic's frown, diſcloſe | 

Thy manly ſcorn, averſe to tinſel pomp, 

And fluent thine harangue. But can thy foul 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of dreſs, 

Where dreſs is merit ! Where thy graver friend 
shall wiſh thee burniſh'd ! where the ſprightly fair 

Demand embelliſhment ! ev'n Delia's eye, 

As in a garden, roves. of hues alone 

Inquirent, curious ? Fly the curs'd domain 

Theſe are the realms of luxury and ſhew ; 1 

No claſſic ſoil, away ! the bloomy ſpring | = 

AttraQts thee hence; the waning autumn warns; (| 

Fly to thy native ſhades, and dread ev'n there, 

Leſt buſy fancy tempt thy narrow ſtate 

Beyond its bounds.. Obſerve Florelio's mein. 

Why treads my friend with melancholy ſtep 

That beauteous lawn? Why penſive ſtrays his eye 
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deer ſtatues, grottos, urns, by critic art 
Þ Proportion'd fair? or from his loſty dome 
Bright glitt'ring thro' the grove, returns his eye 
kes, F Vnpleas'd, diſconſolate ? And is it love, 
Diſaſtrous love, that robs the finiſh d frenes 
Of all their beauty? cent'ring all in her 
His foul adores ? or from a blacker cauſe 
Springs this remotſeful gloom ? is conſcious guilt 
The latent ſource of more than love's deſpair ? 
It cannot be within that poliſh'd breaſt 
Where ſcience dwells, that guilt ſhould harbour there, 
No! 'tis the fad ſurvey of preſent want, 
And paſt profuſion | Loſt to him the ſwcets 
Of yon pavilion, fraught with ev'ry charm 
For other eyes; or, if remaining proofs | 
Of criminal expence! Sweet interchange 
Of river. valley. mountain, woods, and plains! 
How gladſome once he rang'd your native turf, 
Your ſimple ſcenes, how raptur'd ! ere enpence 
Had laviſh'd thouſand ornaments, and taught 
Convenience to perplex him, art to pall, 5 
Pomp to deject. and beauty to diſpleaſe. 
Ohl for a ſoul to all the glare of wealth, 
To fortune's wide exhauſtleſs treaſury, 
Nobly ſuperior ! but let caution guide 
The coy diſpoſal of the wealth we ſcorn, 
And prudence be our almoner ! Alas! fe 
The pilgrim wand'ring o'er ſome diſtant clime, 
Sworn foe of av rice! not diſdaina to leara- 
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Its coin's imputed worth; the deltin'd means 1 
To ſmooth his paſſage to the favour d ſhrine. I 
Ah let not us, who tread this ſtranger world, f 
Let none who ſojourn on the realms of lite, 
Forget the land is mere nary: nor waſte 
His fare, e er landed on no venal ſhore 
Let never hard conſult Palladio's rules; 

Let never bard. O Burlington, ſurvey 
Thy learned art, in Chiſwick's dome diſfplay'd ; 
Dang'rous incentive, nor with ling'ring eye 
Survey the window Venice calls her own. 
Better for him, with no ingratcfu} muſe, 
To ſing a requiem to that gentle foul 
| Who plann'd the ſky light, which to laviſh bards 

Conveys alone the pure ethereal ray 1 7 
For garrets him, and ſqualid walls await 
Unleſs. preſageful, from this friendly ſtrain, 
He glean advice, and ſhun the ſcribbler's doom. 


PART Tas THIRD. 


VET once again, and to thy doubtful fate 
The trembling muſe conſigns thee Ere contempt, 
Or want's empoiſon'd arrow, ridicule, ng 
Transfix thy weak unguarded breaſt. behold ; 
The poct's roofs, the careleſs poct's, his. 
Who ſcorns advice. ſhall cloſc my ſerious lay 
When Gulliver, now great, now little deem'd, 
The plaꝶ thing of compariſon, arrived 
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{4 Projeted, ſtudious of the public weal 
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Mid theſe, on ſubtler artiſt he deſery d, 

Who chcriſh'd in his duſty tenement 

The ſpider's web, injurious, to ſupplant 

Fair Albion's flceces ! Never, never may 

Our monarch on ſuch fatal purpoſe ſmile, 

And irritate Minerva's beggar'd ſon's, 

The Mclkſham weavers! Here in ev'ry nook 
Their wefts they ſpun ; here revell'd uncontroll d, 


I And, like the flags from Weſtminſter's high roof 
dependent, here their flutt'ring textures wav d., 


Su h. fo adorn'd, the cell I mean to fing! 


4 Cell ever ſqualid ! where the ſneerful maid 


Will not fatigue her hand ! broom never comes, - 
That comes to all! o'er whoſe quieſcent walls 


4 Arachne's unmoleſted care has drawn 


Curtains ſubfuſk, and fave th' expence of art. 
Survey thoſe walls, in ſady texture clad, 


Where wand'ring ſnails in many a ſlimy path, 


Free, unreſtrain d their various journies crawl ; 
Peregrinations ſtrange, and labyrinth 


| | Confur'd inextricable ! fach the clue 


Of Cretan Ariadne ne er explain'd EY 
Hooks ' angles! crooks! and involutions wild! 


Mean time thus ſilver d with meanders gay 


In mimic pride the ſuail- wroutht tiſſue ſhines, 
Perchance of tabby, or of arctine, 


| | Not ill expreſſive! ſuch the pow'r of ſnails! 


Behold his chair, whoſe fractur d ſeat iuſſtm 


Aud aged cuſhion hides! replete with duſt 
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The folliag'd velvet; pleaſing to the eye 


Of great Eliaa's reign, but now the ſnaie 
Of weary gueſt that on the ſpecious bed 
Site down confiding Ah! difaſtrovs wight ! 
In evil hour and raſhly doſt thou truſt 


The fraudfol couch! for tho' in velvet cas W 
The fated thigh ſhall kiſs the duſty floor 


The trav'ler thus. that o'er Hibernian plains 


 Hath ſhap'd his way, on beds profiiſe of fiviv'ts, 


Cowflip, or ptimroſe, or the circ lar eye 

Of daiſie fair. decrees to baſk ſupine. 
And fee! delighted, down he drops, ſecuse 
Of ſweet refreſhment, eaſt withoat annoy, 
Or lucious noon-day nap. Ah much deceiv'd, 


Much ſeff" ring pilgrim ! thou'ner noon-day nap, | 


Nor ſweet repoſe ſhalt find : the falſe moraſt 
In quiv ring vadulations yiclds beneath 
Thy burden, in the miry gulf inclos'd ! 


And who would truſt appearance caſt t*ine eye 
Where mid machines of het'rogeneous form 


His coat depends; alas! his only coat. 
Eideſt of things! and napleſs, as an heath 
Of ſmall extent by fleecy myriads graz d. 


Not diff rent have I ſeen in dreaty vault 


Diſplay'd, a coffin ; on each fable fide 

texture unmoleſted ſeems entire. 
Fraudful, when touch'd it glides to duſt away! 
And leaves the wondring ſwain to gape, to ſtare, 


And with expreſſive ſhrug and piteous ſigh, 


Declaie the fatal force of rolling years, 
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Or dire extent of frail mortality, 


This aged veſture ſcorn of gazing beaux, 


And formal cits, (themſelves too haply ſcorn' ad) 
Both on its ſleeve and on its ſkirt, retains 


Full many a pin wide ſparkling : for if c'er 


Their well-known creſt met his delighted eye, 
Tho wrapt in thought, commercing with the ſky, 


Ke gently ſtooping, ſcorn'd not to upraiſe, 


And on each ſleeve, as conſcious of their uſe, 


1 Indenting fix them; nor, when arm'd with theſe, 


The cure of rents and ſeparations dire, 
And chaſms enormous, did he view diſmay'd 


To breeches, coat, and hoſe, had any wight 


Of vulgar ſkill, the tender texture ound; 


But gave his mind to form a ſonnet quaint 


oft Silvia's ſhoe-ſtring, or of Cloe's fan, 


Or ſweetly faſhion'd tip of Celia's car. 


Alas! by frequent uſe decays the force 


Of mortal art ! the refractory robe 
Eludes the tailor's art, cludes his on; 


| How potent once, in union quaint conjoin'd ! 


Zee near his bed (Eis bed too falſely call'd 
The place of reſt, while it a bard ſuſtains ; 
Pale, meagre, muſe-rid wight ! who reads io vaig 
Narcotic volumes o'er) his candleſtick, 
Radiant machine. when from the plaſtic hand 
Of Muſlciber, the may'r of Brimingham, 


A + The engine ifſu'd · now alas diſguis'd 
| By many an unctuous tide, that wand'ring down. 
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Its ſides congeal ; what 10 perhaps, eſſays 
With humour fore d, and ill difſembled ſmile, 
Idly to liken to the poplar's truak, 
When o'er its bark, the lucid amber, wound 
In many a pleaſing fold incruſts the tree. 
Or ſuits him more the winter's candy'd thorn, 
When from each branch, anneal'd, the works of froft 
Pervaſive, radiant icicles depend ? | 

How ſhall I ſing the various ills that wait 
The careful ſonneteer? or who can paint 
The ſhifts enormous, that in vain he forms 
Tc patch his paneleſs window; to cement 
Ilis batter'd tea pot, ill retentive vaſe ? 
To war with ruin ? anxious to conceal 
Want's fell appearance, of the real ill 
Nor foe, nor fearful. Ruin unforeſecn 
Invades bis chattels; ruin will invade ; 
Will claim his whole invention to repair, 
| For, of the gift, for tuneful ends aclign'd, 
llow one part to decorate his ſong, 
While ridicule, with ever pointing hand 
Conſcious of ev'ry lhift, of ev'ry ſhift 
Indicative, his in moſt plot Ltrays, | 
Points to the nook, which he his ſtudy calls. 
J ompous and vain ! for thus he might eſteem 
His cheſt, a wardrobe; purſe, a treaſury; 
And ſhews to crown her full diſplay, himſelf. 
One whom the pow'rs above, in place of health, 
Aug worted rigeur; of paternal cot, 
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or little farm: of bag, or ſerip or ſtaff, 
Cop 4th, ſpoon, plate, or worldly utenſil, 
A poet fram d. yet fram'd not to repine, 
And wilh the cubler s loftieſt fice his own ; 

Nor, partial as they ſcem, upbraid the fates, 
Who to the humbler mechaniſm join'd 
Goods fo ſuperior, iuch æxalted hliſs! 

See with what ſeeming caſe, what labour d peace 
He, hapleſs bypocrite, refincs his nail, 
His chief amuſement, then how fciga'd, how forc'd, 
That care defying ſonnet, which implies 
His debts diſcharz'd, and he of half a crown 
in full poſſeſſion, unconteſted right 
And property: yet ah! whoc'er this wight 
- | Admiring view. if ſuch there be, diſtruſt 

| The vain pretence: the ſmiles that harbour grief, 
As lurks the ſerpent deep in flow rs cnwreath'd. 


I Forewarn'd. be frugal ; or with prudent rage 


Thy pen demoliſh; chuſe the trulticr fluil, 
And bleſs the labours which the choice inſpir'd. 

I But if thou view'ſt a vulgar mind, a wight 

Of common ſenſe, who ſeeks no brighter name, 
Him envy, him admire, him, from thy W 
Preſcient of future dignitics, ſalute 

{| Sheriff, or may'r, in comfortable furs 

Enwrapt, ſecure : nor yet the laurcat's crown | 
lu thought exclude him: He perchance ſhall riſe 
To nobler heights than foreſight can decree, 
Wen fir'd with wrath, for his intrigues diſplay'd 
In many an idle ſong, Saturnian Jove 
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Vow'd ſure deſtruction to the tuneſul race; | 
Appeas'd by ſuppliant Phoebus, ** Bards,” he faid, 
© Henceforth of plenty, wealth, and pomp debarr'd, 
But fed by frugal cares, might wear the bay, 1 
Secure of thunder.” — Low the Delian bow'd, 
Nor at th' invidious favour dar'd repine. | 


Tuz RUIN'D ABBEY. 


Tux EFFECTS or SUPERSTITION. 


AT length fair peace with olive crown'd regains 
Her lawful throne, and to the facred haunts 


Of wood or fount the frighted muſe returns. | 


Happy the bard, who from his native hills, 
Soft muſing on a ſummer's eve, ſurveys 
His azure ſtream, with penſile woods inclos'd! 
Or o'er the glaſſy ſurface, with bis friend, 
Or faithful fair, through bord'ring willows green 
Wafts his ſmall frigate. Fearleſs he of ſhouts, 
Or taunts, the rhetoric of the wat'ry crew 
That ape confuſion from the realms they rule! 
Fearleſs of theſe; who ſhares the gentler voice 
Of peace and muſic; birds of ſweeteſt ſong 
Attune from native boughs their various lay, 
And cheer the foreſt ; birds of brighter plume 
With buſy pioion ſkim the glitt'ring wave, 
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And tempt the ſun; ambitious to diſplay 
Their ſev ral merit, while the vocal flute, 
Or number d verſe, by female voice endear d, 
If ſolitude his wand' ring ſteps invite 
To ſome more deep receſs (for hours there are, 
{| When gay, when ſocial minds to friendſhip's voice, 
or beauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer); 
| How pleas'd he treads her vencrable ſhades, 
| Her ſolemn courts! the centre of the grove! 
The root-built cave, by far extended rocks 
Around emboſom'd, how it ſoothes the ſoul 2 
NI If ſcoop'd at firſt by ſuperſtitious hands 
The rugged cell receiv'd alone the ſhoals 
I Of bigot-minds, religion dwells not here, 
| Yet virtue pleas'd, at intervals, retires : 
vet here may wiſdom, as ſhe walks the maze, 
Some ſerious truths collect, the rules of life, 
And ferious truths of mighticr weight than gold! 
| HI aſk not wealth; but let me hoard with care, 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard's art, 
A few fix'd principles, in early life, | 
Ere indolence impede the ſearch, explor'd. 
Then like old Latimer, when age impairs 
| My judgment's eye, when quibbling ſchools attack 
My grounded hope, or ſubtler wits deride. 
Will I not bluſh to ſhun the vain debate, 
And this mine anſwer, ** Thus, twas thus I thought, 
„% My mind yet vigorous, and my ſoul entire; 
-* Thus will I think, averſe to liden more 
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« To intricate diſcuſſion, prone to ſtray. 
© Perhaps my reaſon may but ill defend 4 
My ſettled faith: my mind, with age impair d, 
©; Too ſure its own infirmities declare. 

« But I am arm'd by caution, ſtudious youth, 

c And early foreſight; now the winds may riſe, 
© The tempeſt whiſtle, and the billows roar ; 

« My pinnace rides in port, deſpoil'd and worn. 
5 Shatter'd by time and ſtorms, but while it ſhuns 
& Th' unequal conflict, and declines the deep, 

% Sees the ſtrong veſſel fluctuate lefs ſecure." 
Thus while he ſtrays, a thouſand rural ſcenes 
Suggeſt inſtruction, and inſtructing pleaſe. | 
And ſee, betwixt the grove's extended arms, 

An abbey's rude remains attract thy view, 

Gilt by the mid-day ſun: with ling'ring ſtep 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deſtroy 
Tree, branch, or ſhade, for never ſhall thy breaſt, 
Too long deliberate), with tim'rous hand 
Remove th' obſtrutive bough ; nor yet refuſe, 
Tho? ſighing to deſtroy that fav'rite pine, | 
Rais'd by thine hand, in its Juxuriant prime 
Of beauty fair, that ſcreens the vaſt remains, 
Aggriev'd, but conſtant as the Roman fire, 
The rigid Manlius, when his conqu ring fon 
Bled by a parent's voice; the cruel meed 
Of virtuous ardour, timeleſsly diſplay'd ; | 
Nor ceaſe till, thro' the gloomy road, the pile 
Gleam unobſtructed; thither oft thine eye 
Shall ſweetly wander; thence returning ſoothe 
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With penſive ſcenes thy philoſophic mind. 
Theſe were thy haunts, thy opalent abodes, 
o ſuperſtition ! hence the dire diſcaſe | 
| (Balanc'd with which the fam d Athenian peſt 
Were a ſhort head-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of tranſient indigeſtion) ſeiz'd mankind, 
| Long time ſhe rag'd, and ſearce a ſouthern gale. 
Warm'd our chill air, unloaded with the threats 
of tyrant Rome; but futile all, till ſhe, 
{| Rome's abler legate, magnify'd their pow'r 
And in a thouſand horrid forms attir d. 
Where then was truth, to ſanctify the page 
Of Britiſh annals ? if a foe expir'd, 
The petjur'd monk ſuborn d 8 ſhrieks, 
And fiends to ſnatch at the departing ſoul 


With helliſ emulation. If a friend, 
|} High o'er his roof cxultant angels tune | 
{ Their golden lyres, and waſt him to the ſkies. 


What then were vows, were oaths, were plighted 
The fov'reign's juſt, the ſubject's loyal pat [faith? 
To cheriſh mutual good, annull'd and vain, | 
By Roman magic, grew an idle ſcroll, 
Ere the frail ſanction of the wax was cold. 
1 With thee, * Plantagenet, from civil broils 
The land a while reſpir' d, and all was peace. 
Then Becket roſe, and impotent of mind, 
From regal courts with lawleſs fury march'd 
The church's blood-ſtain'd convicts, and forgave! 
Bid murd'rous prieſts the ſov ' reign frown contemn, 
* * Henay * | 
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And with unhallow'd crofier bruis'd the crown, 

| Yet yielded not ſupinely tame a prince 

Of Henry's virtues; learn'd, courageous, wiſe, 

Of fair ambition. Long his regal ſoul, 

Firm and ered the peeviſh prieſt cxil'd, 

And brav'd the fury of revengeful Rome. 

In vain ! let one faint malady diffule 

The penſive gloom which Superſtition loves, 

And ſee him dwindled to a recreant groom. 

Rein the proud palfrey, while the prieſt aſcends 
Was Coeur de lion bleſs d with whiter days ? 

Hear the cowl'd zcalots with united cries 

Urge the cruſade; and ſee, of half the ſtores 

Deſpoil'd the wretch, whoſe wiſer boſom choſe. 

To bleſs his friends, his race, his native land. 
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Not one beheld him on his vacant throne ; 


While haughty Longchamp, mid his liv'ry'd files 


Of wanton vaſſals, ſpoil'd his faithful realm, 
Battling in foreign fields; collecting wide 
A laurel harveſt for a pillag d land. 


Oh dear-bought trophies ! when a prince deſerts 
His drooping realm, to pluck the barren ſprays! 
When faithleſs John uſurp'd the ſully d crown, 


What ample tyranny! the groaning land 


Deem'd earth, deem'd heav'n its foe! x tedious youn 


Our ** fathers in deſpair obey d 
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| The papal ĩnterdict; and who obey 'd, | 
The fov reign plunder'd, O inglorious day! 
When the French tyrant, by the futile grant 
bot papal reſcript, claim'd Britannia's throne, 


And durſt invade : be ſuch inglorious days 
Or hence forgot, or not recall'd in vain ! 
Scarce had the tortur'd car dejected beard 
Rome's loud anathema, but heartleſs, dead 
To ev'ry purpoſe, men nor wilh'd to live, 
Nor dard to die The poor laborious hind 
Heard the dire curſe, and from his trembling hand 
Fell the neglected crook, that rul'd the plain. 
Thence journey ing home, in ev'ry cloud he ſecs 
A vengeful angel, in whoſe waviog ſcroll 
He reads damnation ; ſees its ſable train 
Of grim attendants pencil'd by dcſpair! 
The weary pilgrim from remoter elimes 


By painfal ſteps arriv'd ; his home, his friends, | 


His offspring left, to laviſh on the ſhrine 
Of ſome far honour'd ſaint his coſtly ſtores 
Inrerts his footſtep ; ſickens at the ſight 


Of the barr'd fane, and ſilent ſheds his tear. 


The wretch whoſe hope by — hrs 
From ev'ry earthly bliſs, ſtill as it faw | 
Triumphant wrong, took wing and flew to hawks | 
And reſted there, now mourn'd his refuge loſt 
And wonted peace. The ſacred fane was barr d, 
And the lone altar, where the mourners throog's | 
To ſupplicate remiſſion, ſmok'd no more; 
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| Some from their death-bed. whoſe delirious faith 
Thro' ev'ry ite of !ife to Rome's decrees 
Obſcquious, hum"! h d to die in peace, 

Now taw the ghaſtly k. g approach, begirt 

In tenfold terrors. now expiring heard 

The laſt loud clarion ſound, and heav'n's decres 
With untemitting vengeance bar the ſkies 

Not light the g ief by ſurerſtirion weigh'd, | 
That theit dithonour'd corſe ſhut from the verge 
Of hallow'd carth, or tutelary fane, 

Muit fleep with brutes their vaſſals. on the field ; 
Unncath ſome path, in marle uncxorciſed 

Nu ſolemn bell extort a neighbour's tear 

No tongue of prieſt pronounce their ſoul ſecure! 
No fondeſt friend aſſure their peace obtain'd! 
Ihe prieſt! alas fo boundlets was the ill! 

He. like the flock he pillag'd. pin'd forlorn; 
The vivid vermeil ſled his fady cheek, 

And his big paunch, diſtended with the ſpoils 
Of half his flock ; emaciate, groan'd beneath 
Superior pi ide, and mightier luſt of pow'r ! 


* 'was now Rome's fondcſt fricnd. whoſe meagre hand 


Told to the midnight lamps his holy beads 

With nice preciſion, felt the deeper wound 

As his gull'd foul rever'd the conclave more. | 
Whom did the ruin ſpare ? for wealth, for pow'r 

Birth, honour. virtue, enemy. ard friend, 

Sunk helpleſs in the dreary gulf involv'd ; 

And one capricious curſe envelop'd all! 
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Pere kings ſecme? in tow'ring ſtations born, 

In flatt'ry nurs d, inur'd to ſcorn mankind, 

Or view diminiſh'd from their ſite ſublime ; 
As when a ſhepherd, from the Jofty brow 
| Of ſome proud cliff, ſurveys his leſs'ning flock 

| In ſnowy groups diffuſive, ſcud the vale. 

A while the furious menace John return'd, 
And breath'd defiance loud Alas! too ſoon 
Allegiance ſick ning ſaw its ſov'reign yield, 
|] An angry prey to ſcruples not his own. 
| The loyal ſoldier, girt around with ſtrength, | 

Who ſtole from mirth and wine his blooming years, 
And ſeiz'd the faulchion, reſolute to guard ; 
Is for reign's right, impalſy d at the news, 
Finds the firm bias of his foul revers'd 
| For foul deſertion; drops the lifted ſteel, 

And quits fame's noble harveſt, to expire | 

| The death of monks, of ſurfeit, and of floth ! 

At length, fatigu'd with wrongs, the ſervile king 
I Drain'd from his land its ſmall remaining flores 
4 To buy remiſſion. But could theſe obtain ? 

No! reſolute in wrongs, the prieſt obdur d; 

J Till crawling baſe to Rome's deputed ſlave, 

| His fame, his people, and his crown he gave. | 

| Mean monarch! flighted, brav'd, abhorr'd before! 

| And now, appeas'd by delcgated ſway, 

The wily pontiff ſcorns not to recall 

| His interdictions. Now the ſacred doors 

Admit repentant multitudes, prepai'd 

To buy deceit ; admit obicquious tribes | 
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Of ſatraps! princes! crawling to the ſhrine 

Of fainted villany the pompous tomb 

Dazzling with gems and gold, or in a cloud 

Of incenſe wreath'd, amidſt a drooping land 

That ſigh'd for bread ! Tis thus the Indian clove 

_ Diſplays its verdaut leaf, its crimſon flow'r, 

And ſheds its odours ; while the flocks around, 

Hungry and faint, the barren ſands explore 

In vain ! nor plant nor herb endears the foil 3 

Drain'd and exhauſt to ſwell its thirſty pores, 

And furniſh luxory— Yet, yet in vain 

Britannia ſtrove ; and whether artful Rome 

 Careſs'd or curs'd her, Superſtition rat d. | 

And blinded, fetter d, and deſpoil'd the land. 

At length ſome murd*rous monk, with pois'nous att 

Expell'd the life, his brethren robb'd of peace. 
Nor yet ſurceas d with John's diſaſtrous fate 

Pontific fury ! Engliſh wealth exhauſt, 

The ſequent reign, beheld the beggar'd ſhore 

Grim with Italian uſurers ; prepar d 

To lend for griping unexampled hire, 


| To lend—what Rome might pillage vncontroll'd. 


For now with more extenſive havock rag'd 
Relentleſs Greg' ry, with a thouſand arts, 
And each rapacious, born to drain the world! 
Nor ſhall the muſe repeat, hoy oft he blew 
The croiſe's trumpet ; then for ſums of gold 


Henry III. who cancelled the Magna Charts, 
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Annull'd the vow, and bade the falſe alarm 
1 Swell the groſs hoards of Henry, or bis own, 
Nor ſhall ſhe tell, how poatiffs dar d repeal 
The beſt of charters ! dard abſolve the tie 
Of Britiſh kings by legal oath reſtrain'd. 
Nor can ſhe dwell on argoſies of gold ' 
From Albion's realm to ſervile ſhores convey d, 
Wrung from her ſons, and ſpeeded by her kings! 
Oh irkſome days! when wicked thrones combine 
| With papal craft, to gull their native land ! 
Such was our fate, while Rome's director taught 
| Of ſubjets, born to be their monarch's prey, 
To toil for monks, for gluttony to toil, 
| | For vacant gluttony, extortion, fraud, 
ut For av'rice, envy, pride, revenge, and thame !- 
lo 0doarine breath'd from Stygian caves! exhal'd 
From inmoſt Ercbus !——Such Henry's reign! 
Urging his loyal realms reluctant hand | 
To wield the peaceful ſword, by John crewhile 
fore d from its ſcabbard ; and with burniſh'd lance 
Efay the ſavage cure, domeſtic war ! 
| And now ſome nobler ſpirits chac'd the miſt 
I ot gea'ral darkneſs. Groſted * now adorn d 
The mitred wreath he wore, with reaſon's ſword 
Ragg'ring deluſion's frauds; at length beneath 
| | Rome's iaterdict expiring calm, reſigu d 
No vulgar foul that dar'd to heav'n appcal! 
* e fertile glebe, this fair de 
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Had well nigh ceded to the flothful hands 

Of monks libidinous; ere Edward's care 
The laviſh band of death-bed fear reſtrain'd. 
Yet was he clear of ſuperſtition's taint ! | 
He too, miſdeemful of his wholeſome law, 
Ev'n he, expiring, gave his treaſur d gold 

To fatten monks on Salem's diſtant ſoil! 


Yes, the third Edward's breaſt, to papal ſway 


50 little prone, and fierce in honour's cauſe, 

Could ſuperſtition quell! before the tow'rs 

Of haggard Paris, at the thunder's voice 

He drops the ſwordy and figns ignoble peace! 
But ſtill the night by Romiſh art diffus'd 

Collects her clouds, and with flow pace recedes. 


When by ſoft Bourdeau's braver queen approv'd, 


Bold Wickliff rofe ; and while the bigot pow'r 

Amidſt her native darkneſs ſculk'd ſecure, 

The demon vaniſh'd as he ſpread the day. 

So from his boſom Cacus breath'd of old 

The pitchy cloud, and in a night of ſmoke 

Sccure a while his recreant life ſuſtaio'd ; 

Till fam'd Alcides o'er his ſubtleſt wiles 

Victorious, cheer d the ravag'd nations round. 
Hail honovur'd Wick liff enterpriſing 9 

An Epicurus in the cauie of truth! 

Fer 'tis not radiant ſuns, the jovial hours 

Of youthful ſpring, an ether all ſerene, 

Nor all the verdure of Campania's vales, 

Can chace religious gloom! "Tis reafon, thought, 

The light, the radiance that pervades the foul, 
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And ſheds its beams on heav'ns myſterioas way 
As yet this light but g immer d, aud again 
Error prevail'd ; while kings by force uprais'd, 
Let looſe the rage of bigots on their focs, 
And ſeek affection by the dreadful boon 
Of licene d murder. Ev'n the kindeit prince, 
The molt extended breaſt the royal Hall! 
All unrelenting heard the Lallards cry 
Burſt from the centre of remorſeleſs flames: 
| Their ſhricks endur'd! Oh ſtain to martial praiſc ! 
Wen Cobham, gen'rous as the noi · le peer 
That wears his honours, paid the fatal pi ice. 
Of virtue blooming ere the ſtorms were laid! 
'Twas thus, alternate, truth's precarious flame 
Decay d or flourith'd With malignant cye 
Te pontiff ſaw Britannia's golden fleece, 
Once all his own, inveit her worthier ſuns! 
Her verdant vallcys, and her fertile plains, 
Yellow with grain, abjure his hatcſul iway ! 
Eſſiy'd his utmoſt art, and inly own'd 
| | No labours bore proportion to the prize. 
| So when the tempter view'd, with envious eye, 
| The firſt fair pattern of the female frame, 
All nature's beauties in one form diſplay'd, 
And cent'ring there, in wild amaze he ſtood ; 
Then only envying Hceav'ns creative hand. 
| Wiſh'd to his gloomy reign his envious arts 
Might win this prize, and doubled ev'ry ſnare. 
| And vain were reaſon, courage, learning, all, 
Till pow'r accede : till Tudor's wild caprice 
L3 


d 


122 MORAL PIECES. 


Smile on their cauſe ; Tudor, whoſe tyrant reign 
With mental freedom crown'd, the beſt of kings 
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own ! 
Then Wolſey roſe, by nature form'd to ſeek 
Ambition's trophies, by addreſs to win, 
By temper to enjoy— whoſe humbler birth 
Taught the gay ſcenes of pomp to dazzle more. 
Then from its tos ring height with horrid ſound 


Ruſh'd the proud abbey, Then the vaulted roofs, 


Torn from their walls, diſclos'd the wanton ſcene 
Of monkiſh chaſtity ! Each angry friar | 
Crawl'd from bis bedded ſtrumpet, mutt'ring low 
An ineſſectual curſe. The pervious nooks _ 
That, ages paſt, convey d the guileful pricſt 

To play ſome image on the gaping croud, 
Imbibe the novel day-light; and expoſe 
Obvious, the fraudful engin'ry of Rome. 

As though this op'ning earth to nether realms 


Should flaſh meridian day, the hooded race 


Shudder abaſh'd to find their cheats diſplay d; 
And conſcious of their guilt, and pleas'd ro wave 
Its fearful meed, reſfign'd their fair domain. 
Nor yet ſupine, nor void of rage. retir d 
The peſt gigantic ; whoſe revengeful ſtroke 
Ting'd the red annals of Maria's reign. 
When from the tend'reſt breaſt, each wayward prieſt | 
Could baniſh mercy, and implant a fiend! 

'When cruelty the fun'ral pyre upreard, 


And bound religion there, and fir'd the baſe! 


' Whe the fame blaze, which on each tortur'd limb 
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Ted with Juxuriant rage. in ev'ry face 

Triamphant faith appear'd, and ſmiling hope. 
O bleſs'd Eliza! from thy piercing beam 
Forth flew this hated fiend, the child of Rome; 
Driv'n to the verge of Albion, linger'd there, 
Then with her James receding, caſt behind 
One angry frown, and ſought more ſervile climes. 
Henceforth they ply'd the long-continu'd taſk 
Of righteous havock, cov'ring diſtant fields 
With the wrought remnants of the ſhatter'd pile. 
While through the land the muſing pilgrim fees 
A track of brighter green, and in the midſt 
Appears a mould'ring wall, with ivy crown'd ! 
Or Gothic turret, pride of ancient days ! 
Now but of uſe to grace a rural ſcene; 
To bound our viſtas, and to glad the ſons 
Of George's reign, reſerv'd for fairer times ! 


LOVE and HONOUR, 


Sed neque Medorum ſilvae, ditiflima terra 

Nec pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus Haemus, 
Laudibus Angligenum certent : non Bactra, nec Indi, 
Totaque thuriferis Panchaia pinguis arenis. 


LET the green olive glad Heſperian ſhores ; 
ler tawny citron, and her orange-groves, 
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Theſe let Iberia boaſt; but if in vain, | 
To win the ſtranger plant's diffuſive ſmile, 
The Briton labours, yet our native minds, 
Our conſtant boſoms, theſe the dazzled world 
May view with envy ; theſe lberian dames 
Survey with fix'd eftcem and fond deſire. 
Hapleſs Elvira! thy difaſhous fate 
May well this truth explain; nor ill adorn 
The Britiſh lyre; then chiefly, if the muſe, 
Nor vain, nor partial, from the ſimple guiſc 
Of ancient record catch the penſive lay; 
And in leſs grov'ling accents give to fame. 
Elvira! lovelieſt maid! th' Iberian realm 
Could boaſt no purer breaſt, no ſprightlier mind, 
No race more ſplendent, and no form ſo fair. 
Such was the chance of war, this peerleſs maid 
In life's luxuriant bloom, enrich'd the ſpoil 
Ot Kritiſh victors, vit'ry's nobleſt pride! 
She, ſhe alone, amid the wailful train, 
Of captive maids, aflign'd to Henry's care; 
Lord of her life, her fortune, and her fame! 
He, gen'rous youth, with no penurious hand, 
The tedious moments that unjoyous roll 


Where freedom's cheerful radiance ſhines no more, 


Eſſay d to ſoften; conſcious of the pang 
That beauty feels, to waſte its fleeting hours 
In ſome dim fort, by foreign rule reſtrain'd, 
Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day! 
| Sometimes, to cheat her boſom of its cares 
Her kind protector, number d o'er the toils 
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What core b the thous of bn h n 
Or hoſtile rage or faithleſs friend, more fell 
Than ſtorm or foe : if haply ſhe might find. 
Her cares diminiſh'd, fruitleſs fond cflay ! 
Now io her lovely hand, with modeſt awe 
The tender lute he gave: ſhe not averſe 
Nor deſtitute of ſkill, with willing hand | 
Call'd forth angelic ſtrains; the ſacred debt 
Ot gratitude, ſhe ſaid, whoſe juſt commands 
Still might her hand with equal pride obey ! 
[| Nor to the melting ſounds the nymph refus d 
Her vocal art , harmonious, as the ſtrain 
Of ſome impriſon'd lark, who daily cheer'd 
Buy guardian cares, repays them with a ſong : 
Nor droops, nor deems ſweet liberty reſiga'd. - 
The ſong, nat artleſs, had ſhe fram'd to paint 
Diſaſtrous paſſion, how, by tyrant laws | 
| Of idiot cuſtom ſway'd, ſome ſoft-cy'd fair. 
| Lov'd only one; nor dar'd that love reveal! 
Ho the ſoft anguiſh baniſh'd from her check. 
The damaſk roſe full-blown; a fever came, 
And from her boſom forc'd the plaintive tale. 
Then, ſwift as light he ſought the love-lorn maid 
But vainly ſought her; torn by ſwifter fate 
To join the tenants of the myrtle ſhade, 
Love's mournful victims on the plains below. 
Sometimes, as fancy ſpoke the pleaſing taſk, 
She taught her artful needle to diſplay 
The various pride of ſpring ; then ſwift upſprung 


ET MORAL PIECES. 


There might you ſee, on gentle toils intent, 

A train of buſy loves? ſome pluck the flow'r 
Some twine the garland, ſome with grare grimace 
Around a vacant warriour caſt the wreath. 

"Twas paint, twas life! and ſure to piercing eyes 
The warriour's depictur' d Henry's mein. 

Now had the gen'rous chief with joy perus'd 
The royal ſcroll, which to their native home, 
Their ancient rights, uninjur'd unredeem'd 
' Reſtor'd the captives. Forth with rapid haſte 
To glad his fair Elvira's ear he ſprung ; 

Fir'd by the bliſs he panted to convey ; 

But fir'd in vain! ah! what was his amaze, 

His fond diſtreſs, when o'er her pallid ſace 
Dejeion reign'd, and from her lifeleſs hand 
Down dropt the myrtle's fair unfiviſh'd flow'r! 
Specchleſs ſhe ſtood ; at length with accents faint; 
& Well may my native ſhore,” ſhe ſaid, ** reſound 
«© Thy monarch's praiſe; and ere Elvira prove 

« Of thine forgetful, flow'rs ſhall ceaſe to feel 


And now the grateful edict wide alarm'd 
The Britiſh hoſt. Around the ſmiliag youths 
Call'd to their native ſcenes, with willing haſte 
Their fleet unmoor ; impatient of the love 
That weds each boſom to its native ſoil. 

The patriot paſſion ! ſtrong in ev'ry clime, 


Ho juſtly theirs; who find no foreign ſweets 


To diffipate their loves, or match their own. 
Not ſo Elvira! ſhe, difaſtrous maid, | 
Was doubly captive! pow'r nor chanc could looſe 


4 The foſt'ring breeze, and nature change her laws.“ 
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The ſubtle bands; ſhe lov'd' her gen'rous foe. 
She, where her Henry dwelt, her Ilenry ſmil'd, 
Could term hcr native ſhore; her native ſhore 
By him deſerted, ſome unfriendly ſirand, 
Strange, bleak, forlorn ! a defart waſte and wild. 
The fleet carcen'd, the wind propitious fill'd 
The ſwelling fails, the glitt'ring tranſports wav d 
Their pennants gay, and halcyons azure wing 
With flight auſpicious ſkimm'd the placid main. 
On her lone couch in tears Elvira lay, 
And chid th' officious wind, the tempting ſea, 
And wiſh'd a ſtorm as mercileſs, as tore 
Her lab'ring boſom. Fondly now ſhe ſtrove 
To baniſh paſſion ; now the vaſſal days, 
The captive moments that ſo ſmoothly paſt, 
By many an art recall'd ; now from her lute 


With trembling fingers call'd ; the fav'rite ſounds 


Which Henry deign'd to praiſe; and now eſſay d 
With mimic chains of ſilken billets wove | 
To paint her captive ſtate; if any fraud 
Might to her love the pleaſing ſcenes prolong, 
And with the dear idea feaſt the ſoul. 

But now the chief return'd : prepar'd to launch 
On ocean's willing breaſt, and bid adieu | 
To his fair pris'ner. She, ſoon as ſhe heard 


His hated errand. now no more conceal'd 


The raging flame; but with a ſpreading bluſh, 


And riſing ſigh, the latent pang diſclos'd. 


1 Yes, gen'rous youth! I ſee thy boſom glow | 
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To ſolve my chains; and to my weeping friends, 
And ev'ry longing relative, reſtore | 
A ſoſt-ey d maid, a mild offenceleſs prey 
Put know. my ſoldier, never youthful mind, 
Torn from the laviſh joys of wild expence 
B; kim he loth'd, and in a dungeon bound 


To languiſh out his bloom. could catch the paing 


This ill- ſtarr d freedom gives my tortur'd miad. 
What call I freedom? is it that theſe limbs 
From rigid bolts ſecure, may wander far 
From him | Jove?* Alas ere I nay boaſt 
That facred bleſſing ſome ſuperiuur pow'r 
To mortal kings, to ſuulunary thrones, 
Muſt looſe my paſſion, muſt unchain my foul. 
_ Ev*n that 1 lothe; all liberty | lothe ! = 
But moſt the joyleſs privilege to gaze - 
With cold indifference. where deſert is love. 
True, 1 was born an alien to thoſe eyes 
I aſk alone to pleaſe; my fortune's crime! 
And ah! this flatter'd form, by dreſs endear'd 
To Spaniſh eyes, by dreſs may thine offend, 
Whilſt |, ill fated maid ! ordain'd to ſtrive 
With cuſt»m's load, beneath its weight expire. 
Yet Henry's beauties knew in forcign garb 
Ta vanquiſh me; his form, howe'er diſguis'd, 
To me were fatal! no fantaſtic robe 
That e er caprice invented, cuſtom wore, 
Or folly ſmil'd on, could eclipſe thy charms. 
Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune placed 
Thy country's foc, Elvira's warmeſt plea, 
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+ | fGcems but the ſubtler accent fraud inſpires : 
| My tend'reſt glances, but the ſpecious flow rs 
That ſhade the viper while ſhe plots her wound. 
And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears? and can a female breaſt. 
By ties of grateful duty bound, enſnare ? 
lu there no brighter mien, no ſofter ſmile 
For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? - 
Heav'n ſearch my foul, and if through all its cell 
| Lurk the pernicious drop of pois'nous guile, 

| Full on my fenceleſs head its phial'd wrath 
May fate exhauſt; and for my happieſt hour 
Exalt the vengeance | prepare for thee ! | 

Ah me! nor Henry's, nor his country's foe, 
On thee I gaz d, and reaſon ſoon diſpelł d 

| Dim error's gloom, and to thy favour'd iſle 
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Oh! lovely region to the candid eye! 

"Twas there my fancy ſaw the virtues dwell, 
The loves, the graces play: and blcſs'd the foil 
That nurtur'd thee! for ſure the virtues form'd 
Thy gen'rous breaſt ; the loves, the graces plann'd 
Thy ſhapely limbs, Relation, birth eſſay d 
Their partial pow'r in vain! again I gaz d, 

| And Albion's ifle appear d amidſt a track 

Of ſavage waſtes, the darling of the ſkies! 

And thou by nature form d, by fate aſſign'd 

To paint the genius of thy native ſhore. 
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*Tis true, with flow'ss, with many a dazzling ſcene 


230 MORAL PIECES 

Of burniſh'd plavts, to lure a female eye, 
Iberia glows: but ah! the genial fun, 
That gilds the lemon's fruit, or ſcents the flow'r, 
On Spaniſh minds, a nation's nobler boaſt ! 
Beams forth ungentle influences. There 


| Gits jealouſy enthron d, and at each ray 

- -Exultant lights his low conſuming fires 
Not ſuch thy charming region; long before 
My ſweet experience taught me to decide 


Of Engliſh worth, the ſound had plcas'd mine cam 


Is there that favage coaſt, that rude ſojourn 


Stranger to Britiſh worth? the worth which forms 


The kindeſt friends; the molt tremendous foes ; 
Firſt, beſt ſupports of liberty and love ! 

No, let ſubjected India, while ſhe throws 

O'er Spaniſh deeds the veil, your praiſe reſound. 
Long as I heard, or ere in ſtory read | 

Of Engliſh fame, my biaG'd partial breaſt 
Wiſk' d them ſuccefs, and happieſt ſhe, I cry d, 
Of woman happieſt ſhe, who ſhares the love, 
The fame, the virtues of an Engliſh lord 

And now what ſhall 1 fay? bleſs'd be the hour 


+ Your fair built veſſels touch'd th' Iberian ſhores: 


Bleſs'd did I fay the time? if I may bleſs. 
That lov'd event, let Henry's ſmiles declare. 
Our hearts and cities won will Henry's youth 
Forego its nobler conqueſt ? will he flight 

The ſoft endearments of the lovelier ſpoil ? 

And yet Iberia's ſons, with ev'ry vow | 

Of laſting faith, have ſworn theſe humble charms. 
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Were not excell'd; the ſource of all their pains, 
And love her juſt deſert, who ſues for love; 
Int ſues to thee, while natives ſigh in vain. 
Perhaps in Henry's eye (for vulgar minds 
_ } Diſſent from his) it ſpreads an hateful ſtain 
bon honeſt fame, amid his train to bear 
A female friend. Then learn. my gentle youth! 
Not love himſelf, with all the pointed pains 
That ſtore his quiver, ſhall ſeduce my foul 
From honour's laws. Elvira once deny d 
A conſort's name, more ſwift than lightn' ning flies, 
When elements diſcordant vex the ſky 
| Shall bluſhing from the form ſhe loves retire. 
Yet if the ſpecious with, the vulgar voice, 
His titled prudence, ſways a ſoul like thine, 
In gems or gold what proud Iberian dame 
Eclipſcs me? nor paint the dreary ſtorms 
Or hair-breadth ſcapes that haunt the boundleſs deep, 
And force from tender eyes the ſilent tear; 
When mem'ry to the penſive maid ſuggeſts 
I In full contraſt, the ſafe domeſtic ſcene 
For theſe reſign'd. Beyond the frantic rage 
| | Of conqu'ring heroes brave, the female mind, 
When ſtcel'd by love, in love's moſt horrid way 
Bcholds not danger, or beholding fcorns 
Heav'n take my life, but let it crown my love.” 
| She ceas d, and ere his words her fate decreed, | 
 Impatient, watch'd the language of his eye: 
mum . 
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Sent looks of love, and faithleſs hope inſpir'd. 
«© Forgive me, gen'rou> maid,” the youth return'd, 

* If by thy accents charm'd, thus long 1 bore 

To let ſuch ſweetneſs plead, alas ! in vain ! 

Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield 

Ot ſolid bliſs or happieſt love beſtow. | 

But ere from native ſhores I plough'd the main, 

To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms 

Alone endear'd my plighted vows I gave; 

To guard my faith, whatever chance ſhould wait 

My warring ſword : if conqueſt, fame, and ſpoil, 

Grac'd my return, before her feet to pour 55 

The glitt' ring treaſure, and the laurel wreath; 

Enjoying conqueſt then, and fame and ſpoil, 

If fortune frown'd adverſe ; and death forbade 

The bliſsful union, with my lateſt breath 

To dwell on Medway's and Maria's name. 

Ibis ardent vow deep-rocted from my foul 

No dangers tore; this vow my boſom fir d 

To conquer danger, and the ſpoil enjoy. 

Her ſhall I leave. with fair events clate, 


Who crown'd mine humbleſt fortune with her love? 


Her ſhall | leave, who now perchance alone 
Climbs the proud cliff, and chides my flow return ? 
And ſhall that ve ſſel, whoſe approaching fails 
Shall ſwell her breaft with ccſtaſics, convey 

Death to her hopes and anguiſh to her toul ? 

No may the decp my villain-corſe devour, 

It all the wealth lbcrian mines conceal, 
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If all the charms tberian maids diſcloſe, - 
If thine, Elvira, thine, uniting all ! 
Thus fat prevail—nor can thy virtuous breaſt 
Demand what honour, faith, and love denies.” 
„% Oh! happy ſhe, rcjoin'd the penſive maid, 
% Who ſhares thy fame, thy virtue, and thy love! 
And be the happy! thy difſtinguiſh'd choice 
Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim. 
Farewell my luckleſs hopes, my flatt'ring dreams 
Of rapt'rous days! my guilty ſuit, farewell! 
Yet, fond howe'er my plea, or deep the wound 
That waits my fame, let not the random ſnaft 
Of cenſure pierce with me th' Iberian dames: 
They love with caution, and with happier ſtars. 
And oh! by pity mov d, reſtrain the tauuts 
Ot levity, nor brand Elvira's flame; 
By merit rais d; by gratitude approv'd ; 
By hope confirm'd; with artleſꝭ truth reveal'd ; 
| Let, let me ſay, but for one matchleſs maid 
of happier birth, with mutual ardour crown'd. 
| Theſe radiant gems, which burniſh happincſs, 
But mock misfortune, to thy fav'ritc's hand 
With care convey. And well may ſuch adorn 
Her chearful front, who finds in thee alone 
The ſource of ev'ry tranſport ; but diſgrace 
My penſive breaſt, which doom'd to laſting woe, 
la thee the ſource of ev'ry bliſs reſign. 
And now farewell, thou darling youth! the gem 
Of Engliſh merit ! peace, content, and joy, 
Aud tender hopes, and young deſites, farewell! 
| M 3 
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Attend. ye ſmiling train, this gallant mind 

Back to his native ſhores, there ſweetly ſmooth 

His ev'ning pillow; dance around his groves; 

And where he treads, with vi'lets paint his way. 

But le ve Elvira! leave her, now no more 

Your frail companion ! in the ſacred cells 

Of ſome lone cloiſter let me ſhroud my ſhame: 

There to the matin bell, obſequious, pour 

My conſtant oriſons. The wanton loves, 

And gay defires ſhall fpy the glimm' ring tow'rs, 

And wing their flight aloof : but reſt confirm d, 

That never ſhall Elvira's tongue conclude | 

Her ſhorteſt pray r, ere tlenry's dear ſucceſs 

The warmeſt accent of her zeal employ.” 
Thus ſpoke the weeping fair, whoſe artleſs mind 

Impartial ſcorn'd to model her eſteem 

By native cuſtoms ; dreſs, and face, and air, 

And manners, leſs; nor yet refolv'd in vain. 

He, bound by prior lore, the ſolemn vow 

Giv'n and receiv'd, to ſoft compaſſion gave 

A tender tear; then with that kind adieu, 

Eſteem could warrant, weary'd heav'n with pray'rs 

"FORE A En 26 59 Hen | 

| ceas'd and to the cloiſter's penſive ſcene 

FP” ſhap'd her ſolitary way. 
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+ In imitation of SPENCER, 


Ades voces, vagitus et lngens, 
Infantumque animae flentes in limine primo, Vines 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
What particulars in Spencer were imagined moſt 
proper for the Author's imitation on this occaſion, 
are his language, his ſimplicity, his manner of 
| deſcription, and a peculiar tenderneſs of — | 
3 remarkable throughout his works. | 


AY me! full forely is my ha forlorn, 
To think how modeſt worth neglected lies! 
While partial fame doth with her blaſt adorn 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp diſguiſe ; 
Deeds of ill fort, and miſchie vous emprize! 
s {| Lend me thy clarion goddeſs! let me try 
2M To ſound the praiſe of merit, ere it dies; 
Such as loft have chanced to eſpy, 
Loſt in the dreary ſhades of dull obſcurity. 


In ev'ry village mark'd with little ſpire, 

Embow'r'd in trees, and hardly known to fame, 
| There dwells, in lowly ſhed, and mean attire, 
| A matron old, whom we SEE cms; 
, M 3 
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Who boaſts unruly brats with birch to tame; 
They grieven ſore, in pitcous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the pow'r of this relentleſs dame; 


And oft-times, on vag'ries idly bent, 
For unkempt hair, or taſk unconn'd, are ſorely bent. 


And all in ſizht doth riſe a birchen tree, 
Which learning near her little dome did ſtowe ; 
Whilom a twig of ſmall regard to fee, 
Though now ſo wide its waving branches flow ; 
And work the fimple vaſſals mickle wo; 


For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew, 


But their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſes beat 
And, as they look'd they found their horror grew ; 
And ſhap'd it into rods, and tingled at the view. 


2 have 1 fon (who hes not may conceive) 
A lifeleſs phantom near a garden plac'd; 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
Of ſport, of ſong, of pleaſure, of repaſt; 
They ſtart, they ſtare, they wheel, they look aghaſt ; 
Sad ſervitude ! ſuch comfortleſs annoy - 
May no bold Briton's tiper age e'cr taſte! 
Ne ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 
Nie viſion empty, vain, his native . deſtroy. 
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On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay ; 
And at the door impris ning board is ſeen, 
Leſt weakly wights of ſmaller ſize ſhould tray ; 


| 
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Eager, perdie, to baſk in ſunny day ! 

The noiſes intermix'd, which thence reſound, 

Do learning's little tenement betray ; 

— Where ſits the dame, diſguis'd in look profound, 
t. And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her wheel around. 


Her cap, far whiter than the driven ſnow, 

Emblem right meet of decency does yield: 

Her apron dy'd in grain, as blue, I trowe, 

As is the hare-bell that adorns the field: 

And in her hand, for ſceptre ſhe does weild 

Tway brichen ſprays ; with anxious fear entwin'd, 

| With dark diſtruſt, and ſad repentance fill'd ; 

V3 3 And ſtedfaſt hate, and harp afflidtion join'd, | s 
And fury uncontroul'd, and chaſtiſement unkind. 


Few but have kend, 3 in ſemblance meet pourtray'd, 
The childiſh faces of old Eol's train; 
Liss, Norus, Aus rx: theſe in frowns amy d, 
Ho then would fare, or earth, or ſky, or main, 
t; Were the ſtern god to give his ſlaves the rein? 
And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell, 
And were not ſhe her ſtatutes to maintain, 
The cott no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell, 
Where comely peace of mind, and decent order dwell. 


"UG ruſſet ſtole was o'er her ds 
A ruſſet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air; 
Twas ſimple ruſſet, but it was her own ; 
*T'was her own country bred the flock ſo fair; 
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"Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare; 
And, ſooth to ſay, her pupils rang'd around, 
Thro' pious awe, did term it paſſing rare; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound 


And think, no doubt, — 1 


ground 
Albeit ne flattery did corrupt her truth, 
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good woman, goſlip n'aunt, forſooth, 
Or dame, the ſole additions ſhe did hear; 
Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd theſe ſhe held right dear! 
Ne would eſteem him act as mought behove, 
Who ſhould not honour'd eld with theſe revere : 
For never title yet ſo mean could prove, 5 
But there was eke a mind which did that title love. 


oOne ancient hen ſhe took delight to feed, 

The plodding pattern of the buſy dame; 

Which ever and anon, impell'd by need, 

Into her ſchool, begirt with chickens came! 

Such favour did her paſt deportment claim: 
And if neglect had laviſh'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, ſhe would collect the ſame : 
For well ſhe knew, and quaintly could expound, 


What fin it were to waſte the ſinalleſt crumb ſbe found. 


Herbs too ſhe 3 da well of each could ſpeak 
That in her garden ſipt the filv'ry dew : 

Where no vain flow'r diſclos'd a gaudy ſtreak ; 
But herbs for uſe, and phyſie, not a few, 
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Of grey renown, within thoſe borders grew 
The tufted baſil, pun-provoking thyme, 
Freſh baum, and marygold of cheerful hue: 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb ; 

And more [ fain would ſing, 22 3 

6 | 

Yet euphraſy may not be left anting, | 
That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around; 
And pungent radiſh biting infant s tongue; 
And plantain ribb'd, that hcals the reaper's wound; 
And matj ram ſweet. in ſhepherd's poſic found; 
And lavender, whoſe ſpikes of azure bloom 
Shall be, ere while, in arid bundles bound, 
To lurk amidſt the labours of her loom, 

| And crown her kerchicfs clean, with mickle rare | 
And here trim roſwiarine. that whilome crown'd 
The daintieſt garden of the proudeſt peer; 
Ere, driven from its envy'd ſite, it found 
A ſacred ſhelter for its branches here; 
Where cdg'd with gold its gtitt'ring ſkirts appear. 
Oh waſkl days; O cuſtoms meet and well! 
Ere this was baniſh d from its lofty ſphere; 
Simplicity then ſought this humble cell, 


Nor ever would ſhe more with thane and lordling dwell. 


A ad as 
_ Hymned ſuch pſalm as STzznauoLd forth did mete, 
If winter twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave ; 
But in her garden found a fummer ſeat ; 
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Sweet melody! to Mi then repeat 
How 15xAzL's ſon's, beneath a foreign king, 
While taunting foe-men. did a ſong intreat, 
All for the nonce, untuning ev'ry ſtring, 


vr bons their uſeleſs lyres—ſwall heart had they to 


ſing 
For ſhe was juſt, and friend to bene love, 
Aud paſs'd much time in truly virtuous deed ; 
And. in thoſe elfins' cars. would oft deplore 
The times, when truth by popiſh rage did bleed; 


And tortious death was true devotion's meed; 


And ſimple faith in iron chains did mourn, 
That nould on wooden image place her creed; 
And lawny faints in ſmould'ring flames did burn: 
Ah! deareſt Lord, ſoreſend, thilk days ſhould c'er re- 
| turn | 

Ia elbow chair. like that of Scorrna ſtem 
By the ſharp tooth of cank'ring eld defac'd, 
In which, when he receives his diadem, 
Our ſovereign prince and liefeſt liege is plac'd, 
The matron ſate; and ſome with rank ſhe grac d, 
(The ſource of children's and of courtier's pride!) 
Redreſs'd affronts, for vile affronts there paſs'd; 
And warn'd them not the fretful to deride, | 


But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 
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To thwart the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raiſe; 
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 
And ſome entice with pittance ſmall of praiſe ! 
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And other ſome with baleful iprig ſhe ſrays: 
Ev'n abſent, ſhe the reigns of pow'r doth hold, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd ſhe ſways; 
1 Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks bebold, | 
| *Twill whiſper in her car, and all the ſcene unfold, 
Lo now with ſlate ſhe utters the command |! 
Eſtſoons the Urchins to their taſks repair; 
Their books of fatwe faall they take in hand, 
Which with pellucid horn ſecured are; 
To fave from finger wet the letters fair : 
The work ſo gay, that on their back is ſren. 
St Groncr's high atchievments does declare; 
On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 
Zens the forth-coming rod, unpleaſing ſight, I ween! 
Ah luckleſs he, and born beneath the beam 
Of evil ſtar! it irks me when I write! 
Ad erſt the bard by MuLLa's filver ſtream, 
Oft. as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite. 
For brandiſhing the rod, ſhe doth begin 
To looſe the brogues, the ſtrippling's late delight! 
And down they drop, appears his dainty ſkin, 
Fair as the furry coat of whiteſt ermilin. 
O ruthful ſcene ! when from a nook obſcure, 
His little ſiſter doth his peril ſee : 
All playful as ſhe fate, ſhe grows demure; 
She finds full ſoon her wonted fpirits fice; 
She meditates a pray'r to ſet him free. 


Nor gentle pardon could this dame Gaſs 
"0 ene. 
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(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
To her fad grief that ſwells in cither eye 
And wrings her ſo, that all for pity ſhe could die. 
Nor longer can ſhe now her ſhricks command; 
And hardly ſhe forbcars, through aweful fear, 
To ruſhen forth, and with preſumptuous hand, 
To ſtay harſh juſtice in its mid career. 
Da thee ſhe calls, on thee her parent dear! 
(Ah! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow!) 
* She ſees no kind domeſtic viſage near, 
And ſoon a flood of tears begins to flow; 
And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing wo. 
gut ah! what pen his pitcous plight may trace ? 
Or what device his loud laments explain ? 
The form uncouth of his diſguiſed face ? 
The pallid bue that dyes his looks amain ? 
The plenteous ſhow'r, that dors his cheek diſtain ? 
When he. in abject wiſe, implores the dame, 
Ne hopeth aught of ſweet reprieve to gain; 
| Or when from high ſhe levels well her aim, 
And, thro” the thatch, his cries cach falling ſtroke 
| proclaim. 
The other tribe, aghaſt. with fore diſmay, 
Attend, and conn their taſks with meikle care: 
By turns, aſtony'd, ev'ry twig ſurvey, 


And, from their fellow's hateful wounds, beware 


Knowing, | wilt, how each the ſame may ſhare; _ 
Till fear has tavght them a performance meet, 
And to the well known cheſt the dame repair; 

Whence oft with fugar'd cates ſhe doth em greet, | 
And ginger-bread ; y-rare, now, certes doubly ſweets | 


MORAL PIECES. 


Zee to their ſeats they hie with merry glee, 
And in beſeemly order ſitten there; 
All but the wight of bum y-galled, he 
Abhorreth bench and tool, and fourm, and chair; 
(This hand in mouth y-fix'd, that rends his hair;) 
And eke with ſnubs profound, and heaving breaſt, 
Convulſions intermitting ! does declare 
His grievous wrong; his dame's unjuſt beheſt ; 
And ſcorns her offer'd love, and ſhuns to be careſs'd. 25 


5 


His face beſprent with liquid cryſtal ſhines, 
His blooming face that ſeems a purple flow'r, 
Which low to earth its drooping head declines, 
| All ſmear'd and folly'd by a vernal ſhow'r. 
1 O the hard boſoms of deſpotic pow'r! * 
All, all, but ſhe, the author of his ſhame, 
All, all, but ſhe, regret this mouruſul hour: 
+ | Yet hencethe youth and hence the flow'r, ſhall claim 
| „„ 00 ä 
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Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines; 

Ne for his fellow's joyaunce careth aught, 

But to the wind all merriment reſigns ; 
And deems it ſhame, if he to peace inclines; 
Aud many a ſullen look aſeance is ſent, 
ez | Which for his dame's annoyance he deſigns; 
Aud till the more to pleaſure him ſhe's bent, 

1 — aka coragnd | 

Vor. It, 


' Ye. quench not too the ſparks of nobler fires: 


Than craft that pimps for ul, or flow'ry falſe deceit. 
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Ah me! how much I fear leſt pride it be! 
But if that pride it be, which thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames, with nice diſcernment ſee, 


Ah! better far than all the muſes” ly res, 

All coward arts, is valogr's gen'rous heat; 
The firm fixt breaſt which fit and right requizes, 
Like VerNoN's patriot foul; morc juſtly great 


Yet nuts'd with (31), wit dazling fruits appear! 
Ev'n now ſagacious iorciight points to ſhow 
A little bench of headici> biſhops here, 

And there a chancellour in embryo, | 
Or bard ſublime, if bard may ere be ſo, [dye! 
As Mir rox, SHAKESPEAR. names that nc thall | 

Tho' now he crawl along the ground fo low, 
Nor weeting how the muſe ſhould ſoar on high, 
Wilketh, pour ſtarv'ling - N paper kite may fly. 


And this, perhaps, 1. cens' ring the deſign, 
Lo lays the houſe which that of cards doth * 

- Shall DEN RIS be! if rigid fates incliue, 1 
And many an epic to his rage ſhall yield; 

And many a poet quit th' Aonian field; 
And, ſour'd by age, profound he ſhall appear, 
As he who now with ſdainful fury thrill'd | 
Surveys mine work; and levels many a ſneer (here! 
And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, ©* what ſtiff is“ 
But now Dan Pokus gains the middle *. | 
Aid liberty unbars her . | 
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And like a ruſhing torrent out they fly, 
And now the graſſy cirque hang cover'd o et 
With boiſt'rous revel-rout and wild uproar ; 
A thouſand ways in wanton rings they run, 
Heav'n ſhield their ſhort-liv'd paſtimes, I implore! 
For well may freedom erſt ſo dearly won, 


Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than the ſun. 


Enjoy poor imps enjoy your ſportive trade ; 

And chaſe gay flies, and cull the faireſt flo w'rs, 
For when my bones in graſs green ſod are laid; 
For never may ye taſte more careleſs hours 
In knightly caſtles, or in ladies bow'rs, 

O vain to ſcek delight in earthly thing! 

But moſt in courts where proud ambition tow'rs ; 

Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can ſpring 
Beneath the pompous dome of keſar or of king. 

See in each ſprite ſome various bent appear! 

Theſe rudcly carol moſt incondite lay; 

Thoſe ſaunt' ring ou the green, with jocund leer 

Salute the ſtranger paſſing on his way; 

Some builden fragile tenements of clay; 
Some'to the ſtanding lake their courſes bend, 
With pebbles ſmooth at duck and drake to play 
Thilk to the huxter's fav'ry cottage tend, 

In paſtry kings and queens th' allotted mite to ſpend. 

Here, as each ſeaſon yields a diff rent ſtore, 
Each ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been; 

Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 


_  Galling full fore the unmoney'd wiglit, are ſeen; © 
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And gooſe-b'rie clad in liv'ry red or green; 

And here of lovely dye, the cath'rine pear, 

Fine pear! as lovely for thy juice, 1 ween : 

O may no wight e er pennyleſs come there, 
Leſt ſmit with ardent love he pine with hopeleſs care! 

See! cherries here ere cherries yet abound, 1 

With thread fo white in tempting poſies ty'd, 1 

Scatt' ring like blooming maid their glances round, 

With pamper'd look draw little eyes aſide: 

And muſt be bought, though penury betide. 

The plumb all azure, and the nut all brown, 

And here each ſeaſon, do thoſe cakes abide, 

Whoſe honour'd names th* iuventive city own, | 
Rend'ring thro' BAIrAIx's * SaLorna's praiſes 

| known +. 

— Admir'd SaLora! that with venial pride | 

| Eyes her bright form in Sevenn's ambient wave, 

| Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils try'd, 785 
Her daughters lovely, and her ſtriplings brave: 

Ah ! midſt the reſt, may flowers adorn his grave, 
Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay! | 
A motive fair to learning's imps he gave, 

Who cheerleſs o'er ber darkling region ſtray; 
men 
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